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This month's cover features Pet of the 
Month Fasha, who was photographed by 
Ear! Miller with a Nikon F2 camera, 
Nikkor 55, 85, and 135 lenses, Norman 
strobes, and Harrison filters. Fasha 
appears on page 71. For more informa- 
tion on the camera equipment used 

to produce the pictorials in this issue, 
see page 16. 
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ast year, Roy Steinmetz booked 678 
corporate executives on 15,656 flights in over 
115 countries. Without losing an executive. 


So he received a bottle of VO. 
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The reward. 


HORROR STORIES 
Headline articles from Latin 
America scream out at us 
daily from our newspapers 
and televisions, but one of the 
real tragedies of everyday 
life there has gone 
unreported—until now. In 
“Tortured Women: Stories of 
Political Terror,” Omar 
Rivabella, a distinguished 
Argentine journalist, author, 
and teacher, shows how 

the torture of women has 
become institutionalized by 
Latin American governments. 
Rivabella interviews two 
victims of the clandestine 
concentration camps, in which 
unspeakable crimes against 
humanity are almost taken for 
granted by prisoners and 
torturers alike. Rivabella’s 
book on this terrible but 
hidden epidemic of brutality 
will be published later this 
year by Random House. 
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CREATION OF 

A CHAMPION 

“A boxer without fear,” writes 
José Torres, “or one who 

lets fear master him—and 
there are a few around—is a 
man with dangerous 
limitations.” Torres should 
know. Our contributing sports 
Editor and present chairman 
of the New York State Athletic 
Commission is a former 
Olympic Champion and Light- 
Heavyweight Champion of 
the World. He is also an 
extremely insightful, original, 
and colorful reporter—and 
that’s why his profile of young 
Olympic Gold Medalist Mark 
Breland is must-reading 

for sports fans, or for anyone 


interested in the human 
story of a man facing an 
extraordinary test of his own 
body and spirit. 


THE PROFESSOR AND 
THE PROSTITUTE 

One of the great film classics 
of all time is The Blue Angel, 
in which a trampy show girl 

is fatally alluring to a 
distinguished professor, who 
finally ruins himself pursuing 
his hopeless, foolish 
romance. The real-life story 
of Dr. William Douglas and 
Robin Benedict, recounted by 
John Brady in this issue, 
makes The Blue Angel pallid 
by comparison. Douglas 

was one of America’s leading 
scientists. Robin was a Boston 
hooker. Their doomed “love 
affair’ makes unforgettable 
reading. 


AFRICAN 
SLAUGHTERHOUSE 
Eighty years ago there were 
ten million elephants in 

Africa. Today, there are barely 


one million. And these noble, 
magnificent creatures are 
almost certainly doomed to 
extinction unless their only 
enemy—man—acts soon to 

halt the ivory trade and 

mismanaged economic 

development that are wiping 

them out. In a shocking photo é 
essay, with text by Associate 
Editor Karen Schwarz, you'll 
understand how man’s greed, 
brutality, and ignorance are 
destroying one of nature's 
most extraordinary creations. 


LOOK AGAIN 

If you missed last month's 
preview of our new magazine, 
Newilook, be sure to turn to 
April's panoramic pictorial 
featuring examples of 
Newlook’s stunning 
photojournalism and exotic 
escapist fantasies, which 
draw on the talents and 
imaginations of the world's 
best photographers. .. . Then, 
keeping in mind that it’s 

April Fool's silly season, check 
out Scot Morris's “Games” 
column, in which he compiles 
some of the greatest practical 
jokes of all time, and also f 
announces a new Penthouse 
“Games” Competition. . . . 

Of course, you know it's 

no joke at all when we report 
that our April Pets are among 
our best. But—needless to 
say—you don't have to take 
our word alone. . . .O+-q 


Tee pase aaa See eae lee tae aes one, Sse ae AA Se ee eee Cee kate i on earth Gul ae. , So a 


Hear how we’re making our competition 
face the music. 


Sansui does it again! You’ll love what you’re about tohear, pre-set memory—from anywhere in the room. 


: but the competition won't. No other system comes close But don’t get up yet. You can even play both sides of 
to our new Intelligent Super Compo for pure sonic a record without turning it over; thanks to Sansui’s 
pleasure, pure operational convenience—and total pro- exclusive programmable dual linear tone arm turntable. 
grammability. That's because Sansui never com- And, switch instantly from turntable to tuner to 


tape deck to digital disc player; skip, scan, edit, 
review, record, rewind, and replay—at the touch 
of a button—with Sansui’s computer control sys- 
tem, Then lay back and relax with phenomenal 
sound from superior Sansui speakers. 

No other system matches the pleasure and con- 
venience of new Intelligent Super Compo—even 
remotely. You'll know why we're first, the second 
you hear us. 


4 foe on sound quality or features: like our 
exible parametric equalizer, and graphic equal- 
izer with “multi-dimensional” sound. 

Hear, see and touch what you've been missing 
all these years—up close with Sansui’s exclusive 
One-touch Compo switching system—or from the 
comfort of your favorite chair with our amazing 
26 button remote. It’s micro-computer controlled 
and lets you operate the graphic equalizer with 


Sansui’s Remate Control 
with built-in equalizer 


For the name of your 
nearest Sansus dealer write: 
Sansui Blectronics Corporation, 
Lyndhurst, N.J. 01071; Carson, 
CA. 90%46; Sansui Hlectric Co., 
Ltd., Tokyo, Japan 


RIDE LI K E A PR That means using your head. And riding safely. Always wear a helmet and eye pro- 
’ tection. Read your owner’s manual carefully. Maintain your machine in safe 
running condition. Follow the rules of the road and always use common sense. Never drink and ride. Ride at a safe speed 


@_ IT’S LONELY 
AT THE TOP. 


You leave in a crowd. You arrive all alone. 

No one can stay with you on the twisting road to 
the top. 

With incomparable precision, Honda’s 500 
Interceptor™ has moved away from the pack. Turns 
seem to straighten as you enter. Dips are hammered 
flat. The road flows underneath, as frame, suspen- 
sion, brakes and tires work in perfect harmony. 

The race proven V-4 engine design produces an 
incredible 68' horsepower. At an equally incredible 
12,000 rpm. With a powerband so wide that shifting 
becomes strategy, not necessity. 

The road has its surprises. But the Interceptor™ 
seems to conquer each new challenge with equal 
ease. In fact, the last real surprise your 500 Inter- 
ceptor will give you is its price: only $2,948* 

When you get to the top, you can see for miles. 
No one else has arrived. Do you wait for the others, 
or go on alone? 

On the 500 Interceptor, it’s your choice. 

For an informative 12-page brochure, and the 
location of the Honda dealer nearest you, call toll-free 
(800) 282-3945. 


The 500 Interceptor™ puts you ahead of the pack with Pro-Link™ rear suspen- 
ston. TRAC” anti-dive control. A 16-inch front wheel. Six-speed transmis 
ston. And an incredibly responsive powerplant—the same V-4 design found 
inour 1984 Championship Superbikes. It’s for those who want to be out front. 


ealer for complete details, 
equipment 


The 500 Interceptor has 12-month unlimited mileage warranty. See your local Honds 
mir 
1985 American Honda Motor Co, Ine 


Specifications and availability subject to change without notice. Reat 
TSAE net taken at the crankshaft. * Manufacturer's suggested retail price, © 


FOLLOW THE LEADER 


and obey the basic speed law. Slow down before you enter a turn. Give yourself plenty of room when passing cars. Don't 
make any unsafe modifications. If you're riding a new or unfamiliar machine, take it extraeasy. And be nice enough to ac- 
knowledge when you are given the right-of-way. Pros know that doing the right things makes riding a lot safer. And more fun. 


eLana slid my panties 


down. | was now mooning nearly 


a dozen boys, and 
was | ever turned on!® 
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SLIME QUEEN 

Are there any girls out there 
who relish the feel of thick 
sticky things splattering 
against their bodies or cold 
creamy liquids trickling down 
their skin? Any men who 

get turned on by this? For 
years this has been a secret 
turn-on for me, ever since 

| was a cheerleader in college 
and got a pie shoved in my 
face by a cheerleader from 
the opposing team. The 
crowd roared with laughter. 
the creamy mess stuck in my 
hair, my eyes, and my nose, 
and the crust dripped slowly 
off my face. The sound of 
the laughter and the feel of 
the sugary goop on my skin 
did incredible things to me. | 
had to leave the field quickly 
because my panties were 
absolutely soaked 

Since those carefree days, 
I've become respectable 
My husband has a conserva- 
tive job in a staid university 
town, and although the 
thought turns me on 
immensely, it simply would 
not do for his wife to get 
a cream pie shoved up her 
skirt in public. Sometimes 
when he leaves in the morn- 
ing, | retreat to my bathroom 
and engage in a little private 
fun, but it isn't really the 
same. 

While standing in the tub, 
I'll fill my panties with jelly, 
break eggs over my head 
until the yolks run over my 
face, fill my bra with whipped 
cream, and then empty one 
of those industrial-sized cans 
of creamed corn over my 
head. The feel of the cold 
lumpy mess oozing over me, 
plastering my hair to my 
scalp, sliding over my face, 
oozing down between my tits 
and over my belly, really 
gets me going. | run my 
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hands over my slimy body 
and delve into my pants. | sit 
down with a disgusting but 
exciting splat in this pile 

of goo and masturbate myself 
to orgasm after orgasm. 

This summer, while my 
husband was away for a 
week, we had a boarder in 
the extra room of our house. 
She was a delightful Asian 
gal from California who | 
became good friends with 
One evening, Lana (name 
changed) brought home 
some grass and some wine 
and we spent the evening 
imbibing. Somehow | let slip 
my fantasy and she seemed 
to think it was a great idea. 
She also thought the public 
show made it sound even 
better, and reminded me that 
because we did live next to 
a frat house, finding an 
appreciative audience would 
not be difficult. Drunk and 
high, | agreed to finally live 
out my fantasy. We made 
plans for the next day. 

We have a pool in back, 
surrounded by a fence. but if 
the boys in the frat house 
sit on their roof, they can eas- 
ily see into our backyard. 


Lana set the bait by sunning 
herself in a tiny spandex 
bikini. After | was sure there 
was a sizable audience, | 
made my entrance. My heart 
was beating in my throat 

and | was shivering with so 
much excitement that it 

was difficult to walk. | entered 
the patio area wearing a 
short skirt and a thin summer 
blouse. | had just been to 

the hairdresser, so my red hair 
was neatly permed, and | 
was elegantly made up. 
There were several wolf whis- 
tles from the fraternity-house 
roof, which really did my 
34-year-old ego some good, 
and made me more deter- 
mined to go through with what 
we had planned. In front of 
me | pushed the most exciting 
part of all: a two-level des- 
sert tray stocked with every 
sort of goopy foodstuff you 
can imagine. 

Lana stood to greet me. 
She gave the tray a slight 
push and | fell backward, 
arms waving, into the pool 
My hair was ruined. My 
clothes were soaked and 
clinging to my body like 
a second, heavy skin. As | 


climbed out of the pool, Lana 
was on me like a Cat, pro- 
ducing handcuffs from the 
bottom level of the tray and 
clipping them around my 
ankle. The other end was 
attached to a leg of the tray. 

Lana danced behind me 
and slipped off her bikini top, 
which brought applause 
from the neighboring rooftop. 
With her bikini top, she quickly 
tied my hands behind me, 
and then reached around my 
back to unbutton my blouse. | 
could feel her pointy nipples 
on my back through the 
wet fabric. She pulled my 
blouse open and back to 
reveal my large tits stuffed 
into the wet bra. The chill 
from the water had stiffened 
my nipples to their peaks. 
Next, Lana unzipped my skirt 
and slid it down my legs to 
my ankles 

She returned to the tray 
and picked up acarton 
of eggs. One at a time, she 
smashed them onto my head. 
The yolks and bits of shell 
ran down my face. The boys 
were quiet now. They must 
have thought we would 
disappear if they made any 
noise. | resisted the urge 
to look up and see how they 
were reacting. Instead | 
looked at Lana just as she 
smashed a thick marshmallow 
cream pie into my face. For 
a moment | could see noth- 
ing, just feel the heavy goo 
clinging to my face and hair. 
Then, bit by bit. | felt the 
crust and large blotches of 
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sticky marshmallow drop off my face. 

Lana carefully cleared the mess from 
my eyes so that | could see again. My 
head was heavy and | could fee! large 
pieces of crust weighing against my 
scalp. Lana then slid one of my bra cups 
down, baring my tit. | tried to push my 
arms together to make my tits look even 
larger, but that was difficult with my hands 
tied as they were. Lana then bared my 
other breast and stood behind me. In front 
of me on the tray was a large frosted cake 
and a deep bowl of chocolate pudding. 
Lana gave a push to the small of my back 
and | jackknifed forward at the waist, 
pressing my face into the cake and dunk- 
ing my tits in the thick pudding. When | 
emerged, Lana wiped my eyes clear 
again and | looked down at myself. My 
tits looked like two mounds in a sundae, 
covered with thick, liquid chocolate. Be- 
fore | could think, Lana picked up the 
pudding bowl and dumped it over my 
head. The cool liquid slowly flowed over 
me, running into every fold and crevice 
of my upper body. A small pool of it welled 
up in my cleavage. My legs grew un- 
steady as pleasure hit me, and | thought 
| could feel my pussy juices adding to 
the other liquids on my body. 

Lana pushed me into the cake again 
and again. My breasts were crushed he- 
neath me against the table. | felt a sud- 
den rush of air on my backside and be- 
tween my legs as Lana pulled at my 


panties. Then | felt an intensely pleasur- 
able squishiness against my buttocks. 
Lana had emptied a can of spaghetti into 
my panties. She then gave me a few sec- 
onds to wriggle and writhe as the cold 
macaroni and sauce slithered around my 
most private regions. Then she spanked 
me. The first slap crushed the mess 
against my ass, the second forced some 
of it between my cheeks. 

Then | felt the whole mess fall away. 
Lana had slid my panties down. | was 
now mooning nearly a dozen boys on the 
roof and was | ever turned on! | spread 
my legs as far as | could, hoping to show 
everything | had. Lana emptied a bottle 
of ketchup over my crack and the red, 
cold liquid flowed between my cheeks 
and over my pussy lips. Again both of my 
legs went weak and | had to fight just to 
remain standing. 

Then she went to work on my pussy 
with a vibrator. And | orgasmed like | never 
had before. | was flat on the table now, 
heaving and shrieking, scattering food 
and mess everywhere. Afterward, Lana 
moved to the end of the table and 
wheeled me back inside. Our show was 
over, and | didn't come down for the rest 
of the day. | had lived out my greatest 
fantasy and it was everything | expected 
it to be. | urge everyone to fulfill their fan- 
tasies at least once in their lifetime. You'll 
never know what it's like until you try it — 
Name and adaress withheld 


“Thurgood, you could learn a lot from McAllister, here." 
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VIDEO GAMES 

My husband and | have been “Forum” 
fans for a long time. We recently had an 
experience I’m sure our fellow readers 
will enjoy. 

After five years of marriage our love- 
making had grown routine. We dis- 
cussed it a lot and began looking for al- 
ternate routes. 

One evening Walt, my husband, 
brought home a videotape outfit from 
work. He suggested that we make our 
own porno flick. | readily agreed, and we 
set up the equipment in the bedroom 
After recording for about half an hour, we 
stopped and reviewed what we had. It 
was exciting to see ourselves screwing 
onthe TV screen, but the quality was poor 
due to the fixed position of the camera 
Too much was lost; there were no close- 
ups like you see at the porno theaters. 

We agreed that it had been fun but not 
what we had hoped for. Walt had another 
idea. He suggested that we have some- 
one else come in and operate the cam- 
era while we performed. | was stunned 
at first. | had never been undressed in 
front of any man except Walt since we 
married—let alone make love with some- 
one else present. | agreed, though, in the 
hope that it would aid in expanding our 
lovemaking horizons. 

Walt suggested a male friend of his from 
work—one he knew | liked. | agreed, and 
the friend, Gil, was invited over for dinner 
the next Saturday. Over dinner we pro- 
posed our idea to him. He was at first 
hesitant, but when we both encouraged 
him, he agreed. 

We already had the gear set up in our 
bedroom. We had learned from our first 
taping that the camera-mounted micro- 
phone did not reproduce our “love 
sounds’ very well, so we hid a micro- 
phone at the head of the bed. 

We told Gil to start the camera and to 
choose whatever angles and shots he felt 
were best. We began by kissing and 
slowly undressing each other. Our per- 
formance progressed from sensual mas- 
sage to my taking Walt's hard cock in my 
mouth. | gave him one of the best head- 
jobs of my life. When he erupted in my 
mouth, | let some of his come run out in 
hopes that Gil would get it on film, Walt 
then returned the oral favors by sucking, 
licking, and biting my pussy until | had 
two shattering orgasms. | was so hot that 
| had forgotten about Gil and the camera, 
and was begging Walt to bury his man- 
hood inside me. 

Walt climbed on top of me and pushed 
his dick in to the hilt. In the course of the 
next 15 minutes, we managed to pro- 
duce a number of positions and cli- 
maxes. When Walt finally approached his 
climax, he pulled out of me and squirted 
his come.all over my belly and breasts, 
just like they do in the movies. 

Wait and | were exhausted. As we were 
lying side by side on the bed catching 
our breath, Walt whispered in my ear to 
look at Gil. He had his prick in his hand, 
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and misery was written all over his face. 
Can you blame him, after what he had 
just witnessed? Walt suggested that | help 
him out. | was still so turned on that | was 
willing, even though | had thought | would 
always be faithful to my husband 

We motioned for Gil to join us on the 
bed. | helped him out of his pants and 
shirt and then took his big tool in my 
mouth. (| didn't realize it at the time, but 
Walt had slipped out of the bed and had 
started filming.) Sucking Gil had me really 
hot again, so | moved my body around 
until we were in the sixty-nine position. 
Gil willingly dove in and began to work 
on my wet hole and clit. It wasn’t long 
before he had me in the throes of another 
mind-boggling climax. | had to feel him 
inside of me. | rolled him over and slid 
my slick tunnel down over his cock. After 
a few in and outs, his cock throbbed and 
deposited a load of come inside me. 

It was only then that | realized Walt had 
been recording the whole thing. 

We all watched our efforts and were 
thrilled with the results 

Walt and | have played the tape sev- 
eral times since. He says the best part 
by far is when | do it with Gil. We are 
considering making another tape, but 
Walt wants to use a female cameraper- 
son this time. He has his eye on a friend 
of mine whom he admits to fantasizing 
about. He's also suggested that my friend 
and | might look good together on the 
screen.—Name and adaress withheld 


HIDDEN TALENTS 

| have the kind of looks that make women 
turn around for a second look after | walk 
by. | know this only because whenever a 
chick catches my eye and | swing around 
to check out her cute little ass, she is 
usually checking out mine. Anyway, | nor 
mally can find satisfaction whenever the 
need arises, but this particular incident 
really stands apart from the rest. 

| was spending a lively evening of 
dancing and drinking at my favorite bar. 
| noticed this girl wno kept checking me 
out. But | had no burning desire to dance 
with her, because she was rather plain to 
look at and there were plenty of foxy 
women around to feast my eyes on 

After a couple of hours of drinking, | 
had a nature call to answer and made my 
way to the rest rooms, only to find the bar 
owners were making some much needed 
changes in the decor. | climbed over 
some debris and relieved myself in the 
nearest urinal, staring curiously at a hole 
in the thin wall that | was sure led to the 
ladies room. 

Just as | was shaking off the fina! drips 
from the end of my dick, | heard a femi- 
nine voice purr through the hole in the 
wall, ‘Are you alone in there?’ 

| wasn't sure she was talking to me, but 
| answered anyway. “Yeah. Who wants to 
know?” 

“Why don't you just stick your cock 
through this hole and | will introduce you 
to my tonsils,” she drawled sexily. 


| could hardly believe this was hap- 
pening to me, but the thought of getting 
sucked off this way was just too irresist- 
ible to turn down. Besides, my cock was 
already out and beginning to swell with 
anticipation, so | eased it through the hole. 

“@h, he’s beautiful,” she sighed. Her 
fingers caressed the length of my shaft 
with a butterfly-light touch, sending shiv- 
ers of pure delight down my spine. It was 
heavenly. My dick pumped up to its full 
length in no time. | was delighted to feel 
a hot wet mouth engulf it entirely before 
she pulled back just enough to flick her 
tongue everywhere—quickly, joyfully, like 
she just couldn't get enough. 

Before long, she got her hand back into 
action, pushing my foreskin back with her 
talented fingers. | swear the lady could 
have sucked batteries out of a flashlight. 
Never had anyone gone down on me with 
such enthusiasm! 

| nearly shot my load down her throat 
a half-dozen times, but she seemed to 
sense when | was about to lose control 
and then she eased off. 

The seventh or eighth time that she took 
me close to the edge, | decided | wouldn't 
disappoint her appetite and began buck- 
ing against the wall with everything | had. 
The mystery lady must have guessed | 
really meant business, because she 
quickened the pace. 

About five strokes later | felt an orgasm 
to beat all previous orgasms building up. 
The mystery lady clamped down on my 
throbbing dick with her lips, flicking her 
tongue everywhere, coaxing my come 
into her eager mouth. The result was a 
white-hot flash of desire streaking through 
my entire body. It was incredible. My dick 
began shooting wad after glorious wad 
into her mouth. My whole body jerked with 
reaction. She worked all the come out of 
my dick, leaving no traces behind. 

lt took everything | had to get my dick 
in my pants and zip my fly up. | stumbled 
over to the sink and splashed water on 
my face and combed my hair. Never be- 
fore had | experienced anything like this. 
| began feeling guilty that | had not even 
thanked this mystery lady who had deliv- 
ered me into the arms of ecstasy. 

| bolted for the door and wrenched it 
open, just as the rather plain woman I'd 
seen earlier was exiting from the ladies’ 
room, On closer inspection, | noticed she 
had a special indefinable attractiveness 
which had escaped me before. She was 
no raving beauty, mind you, but a long 
haul from repulsive. 

“Were you alone in there?" | asked. 

She looked frightened for a minute, un- 
sure of my reaction, then nodded her 
head as she looked at the floor. 

‘| just wanted to thank you. You are 
incredibly talented.” | walked up within a 
foot of her and lifted her chin with my 
finger. “Would you like to go to my apart- 
ment so | can return the favor?” 

She lit up like the sun coming out from 
behind a dark cloud. “| sure would,” she 
purred, then frowned. “| ... I've never 


done anything like that before... .” 
“It really doesn’t matter. Come on.” 
We walked out with our arms around 
each other and spent a glorious night 
making love. But, that’s another letter— 
Name and address withheld 


SHE AIMS TO PLEASE 

Let me tell you of the best gal in the world, 
my wife. She has always been eager to 
try something new ever since we started 
going together in high school. We're both 
in our mid-twenties now, and | must say 
she is as gorgeous as ever. She has long 
dark-brown hair and a whopping 38-26- 
36 body. 

One night we were sitting around get- 
ting high and watching a John Holmes 
flick and | could tell his massive cock was 
getting her really horny. Well, | started 
telling her that maybe it was time for her 
to start seeing some new cocks. At first 
she told me to shut up, but as | went on, 
she saw that | was serious. 

About a month went by. | had written 
to a correspondence school about an 
electronics program, and they sent mea 
letter informing me that a salesman would 
stop by in a week to explain the program. 
This seemed like a golden opportunity to 
add a new dimension to our love life. 

Well, when this guy came over, Sue El- 
len was dressed in a short see-through 
negligee and panties. She answered the 
door and | thought this guy's eyes were 
going to fall out. She told him that | was 
at work but maybe she would be able to 
help him. Of course, he was in the door 
in seconds. 

Sue Ellen asked him to have a seat on 
the couch while she made coffee. | was 
watching the salesman from the closet 
and could tell by the look on his face that 
he couldn't believe what was happening 
After the sale was completed, she ex- 
pressed her gratitude by resting her hand 
on his crotch. Slowly they both un- 
dressed, and he was all over her beau- 
tiful tits in no time. 

She told him to lie back while she 
sucked his cock. I'll tell you, | had such 
a hard-on that | couldn't wait for them to 
finish so | could get at her! After sucking 
him, she got up on top of him and rode 
him like there was no tomorrow. Just when 
he was about to come, she dismounted 
and took his load in her gorgeous mouth. 

After both of them caught their breath, 
he got dressed, thank her, and left. We 
did this again a few months later with a 
neighbor of ours, Lou, who at 50 years 
old is still quite a stud. She called him to 
tell him our john was overflowing and she 
couldn't stop it. Well, he stopped it and 
then fixed her plug, too, when she 
dropped her robe right in front of his eyes. 

He immediately told her how he wanted 
to fuck her the first time he saw her. She 
fell to her knees and sucked his cock, 
and then he bent her over the dining room 
table and fucked her brains out, pulling 
out to come all over her ass! 

I'm telling you, we really enjoy this and 


maybe someday one of you out there will 
be lucky enough to stop by.—Vame and 
address withheld 


SOMEDAY, MY LOVE 

Judy and | met in high school. The minute 
our eyes met we knew that someday we 
would be more than “just friends.” We be- 
came close friends very quickly and after 
three years, things began to heat up. We 
have never actually dated, and she usu- 
ally has a boyfriend, but we save our 
bodies for each other. (By the way, we're 
both still virgins.) Anyway, we've had 
many sexual moments, but the most ex- 
citing happened just yesterday. 

It all started with a bottle of wine and 
your September 1984 Anniversary issue. 
We both love to look at nude women, and 
we think your magazine is the best 

After the wine and a steamy lesbian 
letter in “Forum,” there was no stopping 
us. | teasingly lifted her shirt to reveal her 
perfect breasts. She playfully resisted, 
but we both knew what we wanted. 

After successfully lifting her shirt, | 
leaned over and licked her nipple with 
my wet tongue. Both her nipples perked 
right up, as she let out a light, sexy sigh 
of pleasure. | then placed her on the floor 
and got on top of her as she spread her 
legs. My penis was hot and hard as | 
massaged it against her denim-covered 
pussy. | unzipped my jeans and yanked 
them off 

| then rubbed her clit as she slid her 
hand up and down my penis. Still suck- 
ing on her erect nipples, | slid my tongue 
down her chest as she masturbated her- 
self. After | removed her jeans, | reamed 
her belly button as | grabbed a pillow and 
slid it under her round ass, which was 
cupped firmly in my hands. | then slid my 
tongue teasingly over her pubic area and 
blew on her softly. Her pelvis rose to meet 
my thirsty tongue, and | sucked her swol- 
len clit into my mouth. After about 15 
minutes my tongue dived deep inside her 
pussy 

With her moans and sighs driving me 
mad, | couldn't take it anymore. | pulled 
my dripping tongue from her pussy and 
lay on top of her. Wanting to save our 
virginity for marriage, | never entered her 
with my penis. But her love juices and our 
sweat always provide enough lubrication 
for me to rub my dick against her pussy, 
without going inside 

After rubbing our love organs and tan- 
gling our legs, arms, and tongues for 
about 20 minutes, she begged me to 
come on her, which really got me hotter 
and turned me on even more. 

Unable to hold back any longer, we 
came together in a giant orgasm. After- 
ward, we lay there out of breath, feeling 
the come between our exhausted bodies 
and smelling the odor of sex that filled 
the room 

My best friend and |, our virginity still 
intact, brought each other to a sexual 
height we had never before experienced. 
Our love and friendship will last forever, 
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and someday we hope to experience the 
ultimate true “oneness.’—Name and ad- 
dress withheld 


THE RIGHT SQUEEZE 

Last year, | went to the Philippines on a 
business trip for my company. My hosts, 
eager to please me in order to win a con- 
tract, were very accommodating. A few 
days before | was to depart, they set me 
up with a beautiful and exotic woman 
named Elena. 

As it turned out, she was one hot num- 
ber! To begin with, most Filipino women 
are small, but Elena was six foot two. She 
was built like Lynda Carter of “Wonder 
Wornan” fame: long gracious legs, long 
jet-black hair, a nice curvy ass, and big 
pointy tits with large nipples! 

We didn't waste any time—she told me 
to shower up while she prepared herself 
When | had finished, | lay down on the 
bed in her spacious and elegant bed- 
room. When she came in, | nearly 
creamed myself! There was something 
special about her. 

Elena lay down beside me and, as we 
kissed, | felt her hands fondling my balls. 
She seemed to be searching for some- 
thing as she felt around. When | asked 
her what she was doing, she said, ‘Just 
relax and enjoy yourself.” 

Elena started to suck my cock vora- 
ciously—and | mean SUCK! It seemed 
as if she was going to suck me dry! As 


she did this she squeezed certain parts 
of my sac and balls. She knew exactly 
what she was doing: Because just when 
| felt | was going to come, she'd squeeze 
something and I'd pump four or five times 
without ejaculating and lose some of my 
erection. Then, seconds later, she'd suck 
my cock back to life and continue as be- 
fore. Talk about ups and downs! What 
she was doing was very different from 
the well-known “squeeze” technique. She 
continued her maneuvers for about an 
hour and told me that it was to build up 
my supply of come. When | ejaculated, 
she promised, it would be a sensational 
experience. 

Her pussy was just begging to be eat- 
en, so | went down on her. There wasn't 
much pubic hair to tickle my nose, and | 
stuck my tongue between her slit and 
licked around her clit. | was very sur- 
prised to see her clit enlarge—to about 
twice the size of clits I've seen else- 
where! Unlike most women's, her clit was 
not overly sensitive, and | was able to 
suck on it, which really delighted Elena. 
In a few minutes, | could feel her body 
stiffen. Then, she started to shake vio- 
lently as she achieved her first orgasm. | 
continued to munch on her mound for the 
next hour, bringing her off twice more. 

She reached over and squirted a 
scented, flavored oil into her cunt. When 
| asked about it, she said, “Wait and see.” 
My cock slid right in, and damn, it was 


ie 
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PENIS, 


Ces, 


the hottest cunt I've ever been in! | pushed 
my cock in as far as it would go, pressing 
her down into the mattress. | could feel 
her vagina muscles really tighten up. She 
looked into my eyes and gave me a dev- 
ilish smile. But she didn't stop there—she 
was really squeezing hard now and had 
my cock in a viselike grip! I'd never ex- 
perienced anything like it. 

| tried to withdraw, but couldn't. She 
began to rhythmically stroke my cock with 
her vagina muscles, making her belly un- 
dulate like a belly dancer's. It felt so 
strange, yet so wonderful. | could feel 
myself starting to tense up. But she knew 
what was going on: She reached down 
and grabbed my balls and squeezed 
again that certain part, which deterred 
my urge to come. She continued doing 
this for the longest time. A few times | was 
right on the verge of exploding! The bed 
was just soaked from our sweat. 

Finally, Elena said, “Okay, you can do 
it now!" Once more, | mustered all my 
energy and started pounding into her 
Just as | was about to come, she stuck 
her finger up my ass hole and squeezed 
my balls, and | shot my load into her hole. 
Quickly she pulled out my spurting cock, 
and | hosed her down, splattering her 
face, neck, and tits with thick white come. 
| squirted at least twice my usual volume 
of semen, which surprised me. When my 
cock stopped throbbing, there was a pool 
of come flooding around her belly button. 
My head was spinning and | could liter- 
ally see stars! 

Elena told me that she was trained 
since childhood in the art of pleasing a 
man, and that she came from a long line 
of professional consorts, with techniques 
and secrets passed on from mother to 
daughter. 

I've balled quite a number of women 
since then, but they haven't even come 
close to her. Just thinking of her while | 
jerk off makes my orgasm that much 
grander. And needless to say, my hosts 
did get their contract!—Name and ad- 
dress withheld O+-q 


For more provocative, stimulating, and 
controversial letters, read the exciting 
Forum Magazine now on sale at your 
newsstand, or for this month’s copy, 
send $3.00 to Forum Magazine, PO. 
Box 358, Belleville, New Jersey 07109. 


PHOTO CREDITS #| 
Our Pet of the Month Fasha (page 71) 
and love set (page 108) were both 
photographed by Earl Miller with a Ni- 
kon F2 camera, Nikkor 55, 85, and 135 
lenses, Norman strobes, and Harrison 
filters. Danuta (page 48) was photo- 
graphed by John Copeland with a Ni- 
kon F2AS camera, Nikkor 24, 105, 135, 
and 43-86 zoom lenses, and Norman 
and Balcar lighting equipment. J. Ste- 
phen Hicks shot Tammi Benton (page 
144) with a Nikon F3 camera, a Nikkor 
180 lens, and Kodachrome 64 film. 
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virtually eliminates signals from 
microwave intrusion alarms, garage door openers, etc. 
Separate alerts for X and K band. 
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(Regular Price $349,95). Price slightly 
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B.E.L—TRONICS - The leaders in radar detection technology. 


elf you're as 
willing and able as you 
sound, my casting 


couch is ready for action.® 


PET FORUM 


Janet 


SHARPE SUITOR 

Dear Janet Sharpe, 

Your “Reign of Tara” pictorial 
in the June 1983 issue of 
Penthouse is stunning. If | 
could live on your fantasy 
plantation, you would not 
need a Rhett Butler, nor would 
you need to call for love 
three times a day. You could 
have me every hour of the 
day! 

My God, what you've done 
to me, you sexy southern 
belle! | can't get you out of 
my mind. And I'm whistling 
“Dixie” the whole day 
through!—R. Nechwatal, 
West Germany 


Dear R. Nechwatal, 

With you around every hour 
of the day, | don't foresee 
much work getting done on 
the ol’ plantation. Maybe 

you have somethin’ | could 
raise that doesn't need a 

lot of tendin’. I’m sure you can 
think of something.—Janet 


HOT OVER HOT SHOTS 
Dear Jody Swafford, 

After seeing your pictorial. 
“The Knack,” in the October 
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1984 issue of Penthouse, |'ve 
decided that you are one 

of the most incredibly sexy 
women | have ever seen. No 
other woman in the pages 

of Penthouse has moved me 
quite the way you have. 

And that's saying a lot! 

Your curvaceous body, 
combined with the wistful look 
on your pretty face, are 
enough to drive any man 
crazy. To be even more 
honest, | must admit that | 
got quite worked up over you 
and had this fantasy about 
doing a scene with you in one 
of your movies. What do 
you think of the idea? I'm up 
for it—Name and address 
withheld 


Weill, doll, you're going to 
have to audition for me just 
like everyone else. And if 
you're as willing and able as 
you sound, my casting couch 
is open and ready for 
action.—Jody 


Congratulations, Penthouse! 
Your “Hot Shots” series is 
really great! Your pictorial with 
Jody Swafford was espe- 
cially delicious. Could we 
please have another picture 


of this incredible beauty? 
And could you perhaps give 
the names of some of the 
films she has made? | would 
love to see this lady in 
action!—H. Larsen, Hillerdd, 
Denmark 


According to reader 
response, a lot of you guys 
would like to see this luscious 
lady in action. To keep abreast 
of Jody, check our future “X- 
Rated Video” columns. Her 
videos are reviewed here 
first.—The Editors 


Dearest Pipi Anderssen, 
You, my fantasy lady, are a 
sight to behold. | was highly 
impressed with your passion- 
ate “Hot Shots” pictorial in 
the January 1985 issue of 
Penthouse. Each time | flip 
through those ten pages 

of wonder, it gets harder . 

to put down. | really must 
see your latest movie, Stud- 
hunters. Ah, to be one of 
those lucky five costars of 
yours! | would have really 
given you my all! 

Pipi, you're a true credit to 
Sweden. | would be thrilled 
to share in your fantasy and 
live on an exotic island with 


Jody 


you.—M. Smith, L.A.FB., Va. 


Dear M. Smith, 

Thanks for the rave reviews 
on my latest adventure. 

It's always good to know that 
someone is willing to give 

me their all. | like a man to be 
generous with me.—Pipi 


HEAVEN TO HOLD 

Dear Mindy Farrar, 

Your being called “cute” in 
the November 1984 pictorial 
“A Little Hard to Get” is an 
outrageous understatement! 
As an aspiring astronomy 
student, | can assure you that 
compared with the loveliness 
of your pretty hazel eyes 
even the beauty of the cos- 
mos fades. 

It would be heaven to hold 
you in my arms, your raptur- 
ous figure bathed in the 
soft glow of a twinkling star 
field, and know the radiance 
of your smile. 

But since we are worlds 
apart, could you send me an 
autographed photo? It would 
help to keep me warm on 
cold mountain nights spent 
stargazing at the lesser 
heavenly bodies.—R. Grimm, 
La Habra, Calif. 


Dear R. Grimm, 

You sound a bit starry-eyed, 
sweetie! Think of me as 
Polaris, the one trustworthy 
star. | like being the one 

to lead a lost man home. As 
for the photo you requested, 
it's on its way, Stargazer— 
Mindy O+—3 


In PET FORUM, our readers can open a 
dialogue with our Pets in order to exchange 
nformation and discuss topics of mutual 
nterest Letters snould carry name and 
address (in capital letters, please), though 
these will be withheld by the Editor on 
request. Letters become the property of 
Penthouse. Send to Penthouse Pet Forum 
Penthouse International, Lid. 1965 
Broadway, New York, NY 10023-5965. 
Views published are not necessarily 
endorsed editorially. 
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e@ | he other woman with 


Vanessa Williams is an old girlfriend 
of mine. She was one of the 
most unique young ladies I've ever known! ® 


PENTHOUSE FEEDBACK 


WHAT MEN REALLY WANT 
This letter is in response 
to an article appearing in your 
August 1984 issue, wherein 
Mr. Sidney Siller addressed 
the issue of custody of chil- 
dren from the point of view of 
“Men's Rights.” In that article, 
Mr. Siller stated that courts 
have failed to recognize 
the potential loss of “a child's 
right to a meaningful relation- 
ship with the noncustodial 
parent—in more than 90 
percent of the cases, the 
father.” That statement is 
completely incorrect, at least 
as far as this state is con- 
cerned 

Several states have now 
gone to the proposition 
of “joint custody” of children, 
to remove them, as much 
as is possible, from the pawn- 
playing tactics constantly 
used by divorced and sepa- 
rated parents 

As a practicing attorney 
with quite a bit of domestic- 
relations work (that's our 
lingo for separations, 
divorces, custody, support, 
alimony), | can say from 
experience that Siller’s statis- 
tics are way off base. In 
fact, in four years of practice, 
| have had only three fathers 
as clients who actually said 
they wanted either full or joint 
custody. Of those three, 
every one of them got what 
hey asked for, after a court 
battle. Although my personal 
stalisltics may not be 
otally representative, they 
aren't far off 
The real truth is that 90 
percent of all fathers don't 
want the custody of their 
children after a separation or 
divorce. Many will say that 
they do want custody and/or 
joint custody of the child(ren), 
until they get into the world 
again and get a taste of 
20 PENTHOUSE 


the freedom they had all but 
forgotten. For most of them, 
that's just too much to give 
up, and suddenly every other 
weekend with the kids 
becomes very adequate 
There is, of course, another 
type of divorced father— 
the kind who remarries and 
has children again, either 
by his second wife or from a 
previous marriage of hers 
Unfortunately for his kids from 
the previous marriage, Daddy 
soon becomes too busy or 
tired because of his “new’ 
kids to have a whole lot 
of time to spend with his “old” 
kids. Admittedly, there are 
also times when his support 
payments to the first wife 
make it necessary for him to 
work long hours, so that 
he can support his “new’ 
family, as well 
The point of all this is 
simply that Siller is incorrect 
in blaming the courts or 
the state legislatures or any 
official person for the loss 


of that “meaningful relation- 
ship” between-a noncustodia 
parent and his/her child(ren). 
That relationship is some- 
thing that those persons have 
to work at on their own. The 
courts will usually give them 
the opportunity to do so, 

but the real work of the rela- 
tionship is with the people 
involved, not the laws, the 
lawyers, or the system 

David P LaNasa, New 
Orleans, La 


Sidney Siller replies 
Your letter is greatly appreci- 
ated, Counselor. Please 
bear in mind that the space 
allotted for my column is 
1,000 words. Your letter is 
almost as long as my column 
Just taking issue with one 
point in your letter, | disagree 
that fathers do not want 
custody, It is my contention 
that fathers have been pre- 
vented from requesting 
custody by the courts, and 
advised by their attorneys not 


to even contest custody. Why 
litigate something you'll lose 
anyway? 

With respect to what the 
American man is about, 
| intend to do a survey that 
will profile him. Maybe then 
we won't have to guess what 
we men really want. 


UNIQUE AMY 

This letter is in reference to 
the past photo layouts of 
Vanessa Williams by photog- 
rapher Tom Chiapel, which 
also featured a second 
woman. The other woman is 
an old teenage girlfriend 

of mine, and a friend to many 
other people during the 
summer months on the east- 
ern North Fork of Long 
Island 

Her name is Amy, and in 
1980 | took about six dozen 
pictures of her posing in a 
bikini. These photos were 
taken to help her find some 
modeling work. As the story 
goes, she was discovered 
about a year or so Jater 
by Chiapel, who used her as 
a model, 

But to make a long story 
short, I'd just like to say that 
Amy was one of the most 
unique young ladies | have 
ever known. All of her old 
summer friends from James- 
port, L.I., think that she's 
outrageous in a bold way! We 
are happy she succeeded. 
And in Penthouse, twice! 
Here's hoping she'll come 
back to visit sometime. We 
miss her.—Larry Schulz, 
Melville, N.Y. Ot 
PENTHOUSE FEEDBACK is a serious 
dialogue between readers and editors 
cancerning the editorial content of 
Penthouse—its yrations and its areas of 
interest Letters {or publication should 
carry name and address (in capitals, please), 
although these will be withheld, on 
request, by the Editor Send to Penthouse 
Feedback, Penthouse International, 

Ltd., 1965 Broadway, New York, NY 10023- 


5965. Views published are nol neces- 
sarily endorsed editorially, 
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Men around 

the country protest 
against growing 
judicial discrimination. 


MES RIGHTS 


BY SIDNEY SILLER 


Since the inception of this 
column, there has been an 
outpouring of correspon- 
dence from men around the 
country. expressing frustra- 
tion and despair with prob- 
lems arising from visitation 

| rights, child support, custody. 
alimony, and the general 
discrimination of the American 
judicial system against men 
These cries for help come 
from every stratum: profes- 
sional men, blue-collar work- 
ers, servicemen. and prison 
inmates—to name just a few 
And their common thread 

of complaint is the increasing 
influence of women on our 
courts. Following are excerpts 
fram some of these letters 


We have filed a lawsuit in 
Federal District Court in 
Jackson County, Missouri 

It's a class-action suit seeking 
$25 million tor unlawiul and 
illegal incarceration in a 
debtors’ prison, and cruel 
and unusual punishment. One 
of us has been in jail for 

over a year for back support 
of $30,000 that he absolutely 
cannot pay. His ex-wife had 
moved away and left no 
forwarding address. Thus 
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she took away his right to 
visit. Not one attempt was 
made by this woman to 
collect support in eight years 
in spite of the fact that t 
man himself remained at the 
same address. His ex-wife 
marred and divorced two 
more times during this period. 
Only after this third divorce 
did she corne back and 
demand payment. Although 
he didn't have the money. her 
lawyer petitioned the court 
to jail him. He has been here 
for over a year now 

We have no attorney. but 
we are learning the laws 
as we go along. We need the 
support of all men who are 
In this bind. A decision for us 
is a decision for ali. Once 
again. THANK YOU. Pent- 
house. for your articles. As 
usual, you're right on!— 
Inmates. Jackson County Jail 
Kansas City. Mo 


he 


This case, along with many 
others. sharply points out the 
injustice and hypocrisy of 
court procedures in matri- 
monial cases. When a court— 


whether factually correct or 


not—determines that a man 
has the ability to comply 

with a court order for alimony 
or child support. the court 
can eventually make a con- 
tempt finding against that 
man. This is civil contempt 
with quasi-criminal sanc- 
tions—incarceration in a 
penal institution and, in many 
states. fingerprinting and 
taking “mug shots.” which 
become part of the FB! files 
On the other hand. a woman 
who willfully interferes with 

a father’s right to visitation is 
treated with kid gloves. In 

33 years of law practice 

| have not heard of more than 
five instances where women 


have been jailed for contempt 
of court in refusing visitation 
Why does this double stan- 
dard exist? Simply put. our 
judges (83 percent male) are 
too chicken to send a female 
to jail for contempt 


Recently. | came home from 
work to find no wile, no six- 
year-old son. personal articles 
missing. and a stack of 
unpaid bills. My wife’s mother 
and father had come with a 
U-Haul, and she had taken 
my son out of school. got 
a restraining order against me 
contacting them. and left 
for her parents’ home in inat 
ana. My son knew nothing 
until they got him there. About 
a month before she left. my 
wife told me she was going to 
her mother’s. with my son, 
for a two-week family reunion 
Mama was sending her 
plane tickets. Two weeks /ater. 
she told me she wanted to 
spend the rest of the summer 
there. | said fine, but send 
my son home after the re 
union | sensed something 
was wrong——she was cold 
and distant. | thought maybe 
it was Our new hours and 
the stress we were both 
under, She cried and said 
she was ‘suffocating and 
needed lo find herself.’ 
Although | was also served 
with divorce papers the day 
they all left. | wrote her scores 
of letters to get her back. | 
ggested counseling and 
church help. bul she 
responded with a flat “no.” 
Since that time she has taken 
| a mght job while my son is 
| in school during the day. 
| Weil, Mr. Siller, this injustice, 
| 


s 


first and foremost to my son, 
and second to me. is more 
than !| will tolerate. | realize 
custody can never be split 


equally, but all | wantis 
something reasonable 


Your case is quite similar to 
many where the wife wants to 
choose a different lifestyle, 
and opts for independence. | 
think your remedy ties in 
finding the most capable law- 
yer your financial resources 
permit. Be sure to request 
that your lawyer not consent 
to a divorce while fighting 

the child-custody issue. It is 
vital that the judge under- 
stand that your wife aban- 
doned the marriage without 
letting you know her inten- 
tions. This indicates that her 
emotional status may be 

so fragile that the judge could 
award you custody. 


| recently found out about the 
National Organization for 
Men. For a year and a half | 
have been involved in litiga- 
tion, trying to get the courts 
to enforce my visitation rights. 
Our courts seem to feel the 
mother is always the better 
parent, never giving a second 
thought as to the father's 
capabilities. After checking 
with other fathers in this area 
/ have found many who 

have been subjected to the 
same inequalities in our 
Judicial system How can | 
establish a NOM chapter in 
North Carolina? 


Thank you for asking. We 
have some members in North 
Carolina. and | am sure that 
with your initiative we can 
start a NOM chapter there. | 
will be pleased to pass your 
letter on to Len Bleyer, at 

the National Organization for 
Men, 381 Park Avenue South, 
New York, NY 10016. We'll 
be glac to have you join our 


team. Og 


The Unique X-10 
UltraSole® 

Thanks to running shoe 
technology, our exclusive X-10 
UltraSole® brings you boots 
with 33% less weight and 10 
times the durability of the 
average outdoor boot sole. 
(See Note *). 

The X-10 UltraSole® is 
molded from shock absorbing 
polyurethane which cushions 
your feet while you walk more 
efficiently on its contoured 
sport-rocker design. 


We Made These 
aii Boots To Be Your 
ihe? Old Friends 


*In an abrasion test, the X-10 UltraSole® material lost only 10 grams. Other 


You Don’t Have to Pay 
the Competition’s Price 
With all the benefits 
of high quality materials and 
construction, our X-10 Ultra- 
Sole® boots still sell for as 
much as $20 less than the 
competition, 


materials—leather. rubber, crepe. PVC-typically lost 80 to 120 grams. In com- 
parative terms, the X-10 UltraSole* wears about ten times longer. 


The Difference is 
Our X-10 UltraSole® 


and money. 


You Want More? 

The X-10 UltraSole® is fuel, 
oil, moisture, and acid resist- 
ant. Its scientifically designed 
non-marking tread resists slip- 
ping and sliding. The 
X-10 UltraSole® also 
provides insula- 
tion from ex- 
tremely hot or 
cold walking 
surfaces. Techni- 
cally designed 
for the man 
who is on his 
feet all day! 


Northlake Boot Company « Franklin, Tennessee 37064 


When talking to the 


media, the most important 


words to remember are 
“no comment.” 


BY MICHAEL KORDA 


For some reason, even the 
most intelligent of people 
usually manage to make 
themselves sound like idiots 
the moment they have to 

talk to the press. This phe- 
nomenon can be easily 
observed every four years 
during the presidential pri- 
maries and campaign. | 
mean, here are men and 
women who have behind 
them a lifetime of public ser- 
vice, are surrounded by 
advisers and media experts, 
and have attained at least 
some kind of prominence on 
the national scene, making 
fools of themselves every time 
a reporter sticks a micro- 
phone in their face. And if 
anything, high-level corporate 
people are worse. If presi- 
dential candidates and com- 
pany presidents can't handle 
public exposure, can you 

do better? 

Probably not. You may not 
think it matters, but if you 
intend to be successful, 
sooner or later it wi/i—so you 
may as well start right now 
to master the basics. A gift for 
handling yourself in public 
is an invaluable asset, and it's 
not something that will come 
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to you out of the blue, at the 
moment you need it—as 
many people have unfortu- 
nately discovered. 

The reason why people 
dislike (and fear) the press is 
simply that they aren't likely 
to come to its attention until 
they have something to deny, 
hide, or explain 

A corollary of this truth is 
that most people do, in fact, 
have something to deny, 
hide, or explain—which is 
why exposure to journalists 
makes them nervous. A 
further sad fact is that unless 
you become a media celeb- 
rity, a major rock star, a best- 
selling author, or a prospec- 
tive husband for Elizabeth 
Taylor, you are not likely to be 
talking to journalists until 
something has gone wrong 
and you have been told 
to take the calls. In corporate 
life, this is known as protect- 
ing the top management; 
in political life, this is known 
as protecting the candidate 
(or the President, or the 
mayor, or whatever); in the 
real world, it is known as 
throwing somebody—you, if 
possible—to the wolves. 

You may not have been 
responsible for whatever bad 
news has attracted the press, 
or even know what hap- 
pened, but you may still—to 
use the vernacular—end 
up carrying the can. As a 
reminder of just how heavy 
that can may be, keep in 
mind that Richard Nixon's 
staff went to the slammer 
while he did not 

The following rules, how- 
ever, may be of help to you 
(and may also enable you to 
better understand how the 
press works): 

1. A good journalist is 
aggressive—but you should 


remember that there is no 
law that compels you to take 
a journalist's call. You have 
the right to remain silent. You 
have the right to stick toa 
prepared text, even if it 
makes you sound silly. When 
in doubt, the most important 
words to remember are 

“no comment.” 

2. It is important to remem- 
ber that a journalist's job is 
to get a story. He or she 
cannot ignore what you have 
said as if you never said it 
There are complex rules 
defining what is “back- 
ground,” “off the record,” 
etc., but in general, if you 
know something you don't 
want to see in the newspa- 
pers, don't talk about it! 

3. Much reporting has to 
be written into short, snappy 
stories (particularly television 
reporting). Do not, therefore, 
allow yourself to drift into 
long, complicated explana- 
tions, or try to persuade 
journalists that you're really a 
nice guy at heart. The more 
you talk—the more you qual- 
ify what you've said—the 
more likely you are to contra- 
dict yourself, or reveal more 
than you meant to. Short, 
concise answers are best. 

4. Remain calm. A good 
newspaper or television 
journalist is sure to be an 
aggressive questioner, but he 
or she is not a prosecutor. 
State your position calmly, 
pleasantly, then shut up. You 
are not under any obligation 
to provide a journalist with 
the rope with which to hang 
you. 

5. Above all, tell the truth. 
A direct lie is always a mis- 
take. If, for some reason, the 
truth may be damaging to 
you or to your company, say 
you don't have the facts to 


answer the question, or "no 
comment,” but don't lie. 

6. For all of the above rea- 
sons, have a prepared state- 
ment and stick to it. It's up 
to the journalists to find 
the flaws in it, if any, not up to 
you to reveal them by end- 
lessly qualifying it or explain- 
ing every sentence. 

7. Insist on an accurate 
record. If a journalist turns on 
a tape recorder, turn on one 
of your own. It will do you 
no good whatsoever to claim 
you've been misquoted if 
you can't prove it 

8. Avoid humor; it nearly 
always backfires. Nobody can 
put your foot in your mouth 
but you. 

9. Do not get trapped into 
the assumption that a jour- 
nalist’s deadline is your 
problem. The journalist wants 
the story in tomorrow's paper, 
or on tonight's TV news. 

The odds are that you have 
no interest in helping him 

or her achieve that. A good 
journalist can produce hys- 
teria in even the most experi- 
enced of corporate execu- 
tives by saying, “We're 
running the story tomorrow, 
whether you cooperate or 
not.” If you comply, you're 
likely to be talking under 
pressure, without the facts, 
reacting out of fear to some- 
body else's deadline. Don't. 
Usually, unless you talk, there 
isn't much of a story, and 
the longer you delay, the less 
interesting the story is. This 
isn't always true, of course, 
but it's true often enough 

to make it a rule to say “I'll 
call you back," instead of 
talking off the cuff. Take your 
time. Think. Talk to other 
people. Prepare a statement. 
Stick to your schedule, not 


your questioner’s. O+- 
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In Japan, where high-tech electronics 


are a way Of life, they pay $714.93 
for an American-made radar detector 


(You can get the same one for considerably less) 


Es we were a little surprised. All we did 
was build the best radar detector we knew 
how. We shipped our first ESCORT in 1978, 
and since then we've shipped over 600,000. 
Along the way the ESCORT has earned quite 
a reputation—among its owners, and also in 
several automotive magazines. 


Credentials 
Over the past five years, Car and Driver 
magazine has performed four radar detector 
comparison tests. Escort has been rated 
number one in each. Their most recent test 
concluded “The Escort radar detector is 
clearly the leader in the field in value, cus- 
tomer service, and performance... :’ We think 

that's quite an endorsement. 


Our Responsibility 

One of the reasons for our reputation is 
our attention to detail. If we don't feel we can 
do something very well, we simply won't do it. 
That's why we sell Escorts direct from the 
factory to you. Not only can we assure the 
quality of the ESCORT, but we can also make 
sure that the salesperson you speak to is 
knowledgeable. And if an ESCORT ever 
needs service, it will be done quickly. And 
it will be done right. 


50 States Only 

And that's the reason we don't presently 
sell ESCORTs outside of the United States. 
Even in the countries that use identical radar 
(Japan and Australia, to name two) we know 
that we couldn't provide the kind of customer 
service that ESCORT owners expect. So we 
pass up the additional sales rather than risk 
our reputation. 


“Dear Sir..”’ 

So we'll admit we were surprised when a 
letter from one of our customers included an 
advertisement from a Japanese automotive 
magazine. The ad pictured an ESCORT, and 
the price was 158,000 yen. Our customer was 
kind enough to convert that to U.S. dollars. 
Using that day's rate of exchange, an American- 
made ESCORT was worth $714.93 in Japan. 
Further translation revealed the phrase “The 
real thing is here!” and warned against 
imitations. 


This % page ad was a total surprise. 


Econ 101 

Needless to say, we were flattered. We 
knew that ESCORT had an impressive repu- 
tation, but we never expected to see it “boot- 
legged” into other countries and sold at such 
a premium. But the laws of supply and demand 
are not so easy to ignore. When there is a 
strong need for a product, there is an equally 
strong incentive for an enterprising capitalist 
to fill that need. And apparently, that’s just 
what happened. 


Easy Access 
Of course, it’s easy for you to get an 
ESCORT— just call us toll-free or write us at 
the address below. The price is the same as 
it's been for the last five years: $245. Quite 
a deal for what the Japanese must think is 
the best radar detector in the world. 


Try ESCORT at no risk 
Take the first 30 days with ESCORT asa 
test. If you're not completely satisfied 
return it fora full refund. You can't lose. 


ESCORT is also backed with a one 
year warranty on both parts and labor. 
ESCORT $245 (Ohio res. add $13.48 tax) 


TOLLFREE....... 800-543-1608 
IN OHIO.......... 800-582-2696 


By mail send to address below. Credit* 
cards, money orders, bank checks, cer- 
tified checks, wire transfers processed 
immediately. Personal or company 
checks require 18 days. 


ESCORT 


RADAR WARNING RECEIVER 
staan a et aa 
Cincinnati Microwave 
Department 100-005-A04 


One Microwave Plaza 
Cincinnati, Ohio 45296-0100 


Tune in "Talkback with Jerry Galvin.’ America's new weekly satellite call-in comedy talk show, Sunday evenings on public radio statians, Check local listings. 


©1984 Cincinnati Microwave, Inc. 


Salt is not awful. 


But the average American 


diet contains 20 times 
more than is needed. 


BY MICHAEL COLGAN, Ph.D. 


The fitness director at my 
health club told me that in 
order to achieve total fitness 
you have to do aerobic and 
nonaerobic exercises. Can 
you explain the difference 
between the two, if it's okay 
to do one without the other, 
and in which category you 
would place walking and 
bicycling?—R.E.P., Corpus 
Christi, Tex. 


Aerobic exercise is any 
activity done at an intensity 
where the body can continue 
to deliver sufficient oxygen 
to the working muscles. 
Aerobic activity can be con- 
tinued for a long time. Walk- 
ing and most cycling are 
aerobic; so is running a mar- 
athon. Exercise becomes 
“anaerobic” when the intensity 
of activity increases to the 
point where the body can no 
longer supply sufficient 
oxygen. 

Anaerobic activity pro- 
duces a rapid rise of lactic 
acid in the muscles. All- 
out anaerobic effort can be 
sustained for less than one 
minute before the rise in acid 
“ties up” the muscles and 
stops you abruptly. Sprinting 
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and sprint cycling are both 
anaerobic exercises. 

The anaerobic edge—that 
is, the point of exercise 
intensity where the muscles 
fail to obtain enough oxy- 
gen—is a critical measure of 
fitness. Elite athletes toy 
with this edge all the time, 
because it is movable. With 
an appropriate program 
any athlete can become 
capable of a much higher 
intensity of exercise without 
“going anaerobic.” | am 
presently doing a year-long 
study with elite runners, 
using a combined nutrition 
and training program, to 
determine just how far the 
edge can be moved. !n order 
to achieve the capacity for 
sustained aerobic exercise, 
such as long-distance run- 
ning, you have to exercise 
regularly in the anaerobic 
range. That is why track- 
trained runners almost always 
beat road-trained runners 
They have moved their 
anaerobic edge by doing 
high-intensity interval training, 
like sprints, on the track. 


Since salt is already added 
to most packaged and pro- 
cessed foods, do you recom- 
mend not cooking with salt 
or salting food at the table? 
Also, do you consider salt 

to be as awful as everyone 
says it is?—Z. Williamson, 
Albany, NY. 


Salt is not awful. Sodium and 
chlorine, the two components 
of table salt, are essential 
constituents of the human 
body. But the average Ameri- 
can diet contains about 20 
times more than is actually 
needed. Much of our hyper- 
tension epidemic—over 

30 million Americans have 


this condition—may justly be 
blamed on salt. 

Throwing away the salt 
shaker and torturing your 
taste buds is not necessarily 
the answer. Rather, you 
should avoid the really high- 
salt foods, such as most 
canned products. Canned 
peas may have 100 times the 
salt of fresh peas. Unfortu- 
nately, many high-salt foods 
can fool you because they 
don't taste very salty. 
Bologna, for example, can 
contain 1,300 milligrams 
of salt per serving. Pickles 
can contain 1,400 milligrams, 
pretzels 1,700 milligrams. 
Read labels assiduously and 
keep your daily salt intake 
below 1,000 milligrams (about 
half a teaspoon). 


I run five miles four days a 
week on concrete. | would like 
to increase my distance, 

but whenever | get past five 
miles | get terrible pain in 

my Shins. Is this “shinsplints"? 
What are shinsplints, anyway, 
and how can ! avoid this 
pain?—P Geddes, Traverse 
City, Mich. 


“Shinsplints” covers so many 
different poorly understood 
syndromes that it remains 
loosely defined as “pain 

in the front of the leg between 
knee. and ankle from repeti- 
tive running on hard sur- 
faces.” 

Running on concrete is 
mighty tough on the body. 
Each footstep at a brisk pace 
delivers a shock of about 
450-600 pounds to the bot- 
tom of your foot. How well 
this is dissipated depends 
greatly on the design of the 
running shoe. My advice 
to all runners who train on 
hard surfaces is to use the 


best-cushioned running 
shoes and to get added 
shock insurance with Sor- 
bothane heel inserts. 

The pain is usually caused 
by inflammation of the poste- 
rior tibial tendon or of the 
periosteum (the membrane 
covering the bone), or of 
the surface of the tibia itself. 
Often you can locate the 
inflamed areas by gently 
probing the inner surface of 
the shin with your fingers. 

Many conditions, such as 
flatfeet, bowlegs, excessive 
pronation, and overtraining, 
invite shinsplints. But individ- 
ual running habits can also 
lead to inflammation. There is 
an endemic tendency among 
joggers to slap-slap-slap 
their feet into the ground. | 
say “joggers” rather than 
“runners” because most 
Americans who run have 
never had any instruction in 
this highly skilled activity. 

But a few general rules may 
help. First, run tall, run lightly, 
and run silently. Keep the 
thought in your mind that you 
are running on eggs without 
breaking them. Second, 
massage your legs lightly 
with an ice pack after run- 
ning. Third, do runners’ 
stretches after running, such 
as the ones described in 
Bob Anderson's Stretching or 
in the Avon Guide. Fourth, 
increase your distance very 
gradually. Add no more 
than one mile to your five- 
mile run each month.O+—q 


Editor's note: Readers with 
questions about nutrition and 
fitness are invited to submit them 
to Dr. Colgan. Some of these 
inquiries will be answered in 
upcoming issues. Please send 
questions to Dr. Colgan, c/o 
Penthouse, 1965 Broadway, New 
York, NY. 10023-5965. 
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The Canon T70 makes the great shots simple. 


When N.B.A. superstar Larry 
Bird shoots a basket, he does it so 
well he makes it look simple. When 
Larry shoots pictures, he uses the 
superstar SLR—the incredible Canon 
T/0, with automatic features so 
advanced it makes the great shots 
simple. 


Its sleek, durable body design 
sets it apart from conventional cam- 
eras at a glance. A large, easy-to-read 
LCD display and touch-button con- 
trois make handling fast and easy, 
and eliminate guesswork. A built-in 
power winder advances the film 
automatically, and provides power 
rewind and automatic loading, too. 

You just focus and shoot with 
three programmed modes: STAN- 
DARD for most 


2035 Royal Lane, Sume: 


subjects, TELE for moving subjects 
and telephoto shots, WIDE for scenics 
and wide-angle shots. Shutter-priority 
mode lets you set speeds for total 
control over action, and the Canon 
Speedlite 277T* provides fully 
automatic flash. 

The Command Back 70* records 
dates and data on film and adds even 
more capability. And to zoom out 
across a field, get a wide-angle pan- 
orama or a breathtaking closeup, the 
entire line of over fifty Canon FD 
lenses can be used to get the shots 
you ve always wanted. 

Get the superstar SLR. It makes 
the great shots simple. “optional 


e@Given half the chance, you would 
probably love to make love to many more 
of your pen pals. The problem is, 
when you've lived out such a fantasy, that 
fantasy no longer exists.® 


XAVIERA HOLLANDER 
CALL ME MADAM 


LETTER OF THE MONTH 
lam a24-year-old woman and 
part-owner of a hairstyling es- 
tablishment. | really enjoy the 
letters in your column about 
pussy-shaving, especially the 
one from the woman who 
shaved her female lover's 
pussy and head. Remember- 
ing how wet that one got me, | 
decided to share an incredi- 
ble experience | had with you. 

Some might consider it a 
blessing, but | always thought 
it a curse that my dark-brown 
bush was naturally thick, curly, 
long, and expansive. It used to 
cover my crotch from my ass 
hole ali the way up my belly, 
almost to my navel. | shaved it 
all off for the first time when | 
was 19. That was such a fan- 
tastic turn-on | started exper- 
imenting with all kinds of pu- 
bic styles: hearts, diamonds, 
edging, dyeing, braids, every- 
thing. Once | shaved all of it 
except one spot at the top of 
my slit. | left that hair full-length 
and rolled it into a little curl 
around my clit. Eventually | got 
electrolysis done around my 
cunt lips and ass, so they're 
permanently bare now. | wax 
most of the rest and leave just 
a patch above my pussy for 
styling or shaving. Right now 
I'm shaved clean 

I'm lucky that my work gives 
me lots of chances to indulge 
my fetish. I've never thought of 
myself as bisexual, but | do 
enjoy working on other wom- 
en’s pubic hair. Sometimes, if 
one of my bikini-waxing cus- 
tomers seems right for it, | 
suggest she go for a complete 
styling. If she’s receptive, | 
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show her my photo album of 
different styles. | don't tell her 
all the shots are of my own 
pretty little pussy displayed in 
various fashions! About a third 
of those | approach take up my 
suggestion and go for a $50 
clip and shave. Altogether | 
now have about 20 regulars, 
many sent to me by satisfied 
customers. One of these re- 
ferrals is what my letter's all 
about. 

One day |! got a new cus- 
tomer who was an absolutely 
gorgeous young girl with a 
slender figure, long legs, light- 
blond hair down to her waist, 
and very expensive clothes. 
She wore a blue silk dress, lynx 
jacket, very high heels, and a 
triple strand of pearls. She 
couldn't have been more than 
18. She said her name was 
Erica and showed me a mag- 
azine clipping of the hairstyle 
she wanted: collar length, 


swept back, and wavy. 

| noticed that while | was 
cutting off more than a foot of 
Erica's soft blond locks, she 
never took her eyes off me 
That was okay, because she 
had a really nice smile. But | 
was taken aback when her 
hand moved from her lap to in 
between her thighs. I'd never 
had a customer caress herself 
while | was cutting her hair like 
that; what really bothered me, 
though, was how aroused | was 
getting. Erica didn’t seem at 
all self-conscious so | did my 
best to keep calm. As | was 
combing her out, she said, “I 
hear you do another kind of 
styling, too." 

“Oh? Where did you hear 
that?" 

“My friend Kimberly told me 
about it. So I'd like my pussy 
trimmed to go with my new 
look." 

Erica's directness startled 


me. | remembered Kimberly as 
a seductive, full-bodied red- 
head in her late thirties. I'd cut 
her auburn pubes into a dia- 
mond two or three times. | kind 
of wondered how Erica knew 
Kimberly. | told Erica to go into 
the back and I'd take care of 
her. Erica looked at my photo 
album while | collected my 
tools. | couldn't fight my curi- 
osity any longer, so | asked her 
how she knew Kimberly. 

“Oh, she and my mother 
went to college together.” Erica 
paused just a second, looked 
me right in the eye, and can- 
tinued: “She's also my lover.” 
(I couldn't believe my-ears! But 
Erica was no more embar- 
rassed than if we'd been talk- 
ing about the weather.) “You 
know,” she went on, “! don't 
really need these pictures. 
Kimberly and | want me 
shaved bald.” 

! was still speechless, so 
Erica didn't wait for instruc- 
tions. She slipped out of her 
dress, revealing a lovely little 
set of pink-nippled tits, a frilly 
white garter holding up lace 
stockings, and a tiny pair of bi- 
kini panties which she quickly 
removed to show her curly 
blond pussy. Then she got 
comfortable in the stylist’s 
chair and spread her legs wide 
for me 

In a total daze, | clipped 
Erica's pussy hair as short as 
possible. Next | shampooed 
and rinsed the whole area with 
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warm water to soften the hair and skin. 
Then | applied hot lather all over and 
started to shave away the golden stub- 
ble. | could see Erica's pink nipples 
standing erect when they weren't cov- 
ered by her dancing fingers. Finally | was 
finished, and | rubbed some soothing al- 
cohol over the area. Erica examined her 
newly bald crotch with a hand mirror while 
| put away my things and tried to collect 
my senses 

“Mmmm,” purred Erica as she ran her 
fingers over her smooth mound. “You do 
good work. There's just one thing miss- 
ing.” 

| was puzzled. “What's that?” | asked. 

“This.” Erica smiled at me as she re- 
moved a diarnond-and-sapphire earring 
from her right ear. |‘stood there in com- 
plete shock, staring, as this beautiful lit- 
tle lesbian grasped one of her cunt lips 
and inserted the earring through a tiny 
pierced hole. | just couldn't believe any 
of this was really happening. My cunt was 
leaking like a faucet. 

Erica stood up and examined herself 
in the mirror again. She was standing right 
in front of me. “Oh yes. It's definitely bet- 
ter without all that ugly hair covering it 
Don't you think so?” 

| gulped hard and nodded in agree- 
ment. 

“Kimberly's really going to love this. You 
deserve a big tip.” 

With those words Erica pulled me 
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against her supple body and kissed me 
deeply. She untastened my jeans with her 
free hand, dropped to her knees, and 
yanked both my jeans and panties down 
my legs. When she saw my own hairless 
cunt, she cried out, “Oh, how nice! We 
have matching pussies! Now, you just 
lean back and enjoy this—you're going 
to love it!” 

Maybe it was the thrill of my first time 
with a woman, or maybe it was the dan 
ger of my partner being able to walk in 
at any moment, but! came almost as soon 
as Erica slipped her tongue inside me, 
That didn't stop her, though. She kept on 
lapping my vagina and flicking at my clit 
like a pro until she got me off again. She 
sure did keep her promise! They were the 
best orgasms ever. 

| stood there afterward, fumbling with 
my zipper, while Erica walked across the 
room and got dressed. She came back 
and gave me alight kiss and a crisp $100 
bill. Then she walked briskly to the door, 
turned, and with the most angelic smile 
said softly, "See you again—soon.” 

It wasn't till later that | found Erica's 
phone number on the bill she'd given me: 
Just as | was writing this, | finally got the 
nerve to call her and she's on her way 
over right now. She should be here any 
minute, so it won't be long before | get 
my first taste of pussy. Kimberly's out of 
town, so Erica has all weekend to teach 
me about lesbian love. I'm alrnost com- 


ing just thinking about it! 

| never realized how many women were 
interested in pubic-hair design. What do 
you hear about it7—A.C 


| heard a little rhyme from the past the 
other day that recalled the hairstyles and 
fashions of the twenties. It goes, " ‘If skirts 
get any shorter,’ said the flapper with a 
sob, ‘there'll be two more cheeks to pow- 
der, and alot more hair to bob.' "It seems 
a shame, with your creative talents for 
hairstyling, that the beaver-beautiful 
should not be exposed to public view. 
Maybe you could do a deal with some 
well-known fashion house to design a 
dress with a window in the front to exhibit 
some of your fancy snatch styles. You 
could also market a fetching range of 
merkins, or pussy wigs and switches. | 
have yet to see a pubic ponytail. Have 
you thought of placing an ad in this mag- 
azine with suitable illustration of your 
work? How about styling men? With the 
male sex you would have alarger canvas 
to paint on, as | Know men whose pubic 
hair starts just below their noses. (Didn't 
someone say that a kiss without a mus- 
tache Is like a hamburger without ketch- 
up?) I'd love to see a unisex fashion pa- 
rade of your creations. Maybe you could 
start an annual competition for Miss Tri- 
angle U.S.A. | would gladly volunteer to 
be one of the judges. 


PRECOCIOUS PEN PALS 

| am a 42-year-old whose sexual appe- 
tite has worked its way through the var- 
ious stages, and | have come to the re- 
alization that masturbation is the most 
rewarding form of sexual performance. | 
looked for others who share my opinion 
and placed an ad in a local swingers’ 
magazine and was answered by a fe- 
male who masturbates several times a 
day. She and | corresponded for several 
weeks, each of us getting off by writing 
about our sexual experiences and de- 
sires. | expressed to her my desire to 
masturbate in front of a stranger who 
would just watch and understand the sat- 
isfaction | enjoyed. She liked the idea and 
agreed to meet me before work one early 
morning at a motel where we could act 
out my fantasy. 

/ arrived at the mote! and waited for her 
to arrive. | was waiting for a person | only 
knew by first name and only communi- 
cated with in letters. A car pulled into a 
parking place next to mine. In it was a 
good-looking wornan about 30 who could 
turn any man's mind to thoughts of 
screwing. She got out of her car and 
waited in front of it until | stumbled out 
and got to the room. My hands shook as 
! unlocked the door and entered. She 
walked in after me, moved over to the 
nightstand, and put her purse down. She 
removed her blue suit jacket and white 
blouse to expose nice tits, whose rock- 
hard nipples were standing erect. As her 
skirt dropped to the floor, it was quite ev- 
ident she did not wear underwear. She 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 154 


VIEW FROM THE TOP 


REAGAN'S TIME-CAPSULE LETTER 


BY EMILY PRAGER 


@ to drop. Ifyou recall, at the end of the October 21 debate 
President Reagan told us this long, really long, story 
about having to write a letter to put in a time capsule. He told 
us about driving down the freeway, and how honored he was 
to be chosen to write the thing, and how he decided a simple 
Bic pen would be better to do it with than an electric typewriter 
Unfortunately, time ran out before he got to tell us what he 
wrote. |'ve been thinking about it for months. | can't stand 
unfinished business. | had to know what was in the letter. So, 
| wrote away to the White House requesting a copy of our 
President's time-capsule text. | reprint it here for those who 
feel as | do. |'m dropping the other shoe. 

President Reagan's Time-Capsule Letter: 

Dear Future Fellow Americans, 

Hello there. I'm Ronald Reagan. | guess that doesn't mean 
much to you, but it means a lot to me. 

Well, gee, you people are living a hundred years from now, 
and you probably know whether or not there was any nuclear 
confrontation in my lifetime and | envy you that. You know, I’m 
President of these United States, and every day, fora moment 
or two, | sit here and wonder 
whether I'll have to get on the 
phone and recall a bunch of 
missiles because some damn 
computer set them off without 
authorization. Or whether | 
should get fitted for a radiation 
suit because the Russians don't 
like me and the Central Ameri- 
cans won't listen. Right now, I'm 
trying to get a more futuristic 
weapons thing going, like | 
guess you people must have. | 
callita “Star Wars” system, after 
a space movie that was popular 
last year. But, as usual, there are 
skeptics, and anyway, | don't 
know where we'd put it. 

You know, | used to be in the 
movies. | thought there were a 
lot of problems in that, but it's a 
lot bigger barrel of monkeys 
being President. Take the envi- 
ronment: It's on the way out, but 
you can't tell the people that, 


or six months now I've been waiting for the other shoe 
ic 


They're constantly on me about pollution, and | tell them trees 
pollute the environment, too, with different gases. | don't re- 
member the names, but trees do. Well, they refused to believe 
it. You've probably got the remnants in nature museums by 
now, so you know what I’m talking about. 

Gosh, | think the social changes are the most difficult. For 
example, |'m against abortion. I'd never have one. And since 
the sixties, there's been a jot of pornography, and I'm against 
that, too. You won't find any dirty pictures of me in Hollywood 
Babylon Il, that’s for sure, Anyway, it's pornography that's ruined 
the moral fiber of this country. Look at Alfred Bloomingdale. If 
it wasn't for pornography, he wouldn't have had those troubles, 
and | wouldn't have been dragged into it. 

|'m back. | just dozed off for a moment here and I'm finishing 
this up in the Cabinet meeting. Where was |? Oh, yes, Arma- 
geddon. Well, when it comes, 144,000 people will be saved 
and Jerry Falwell assures me |'m to be one of them. My wife, 
Nancy, will be, too, but not my kids Ron and Patti. They have 
a few things to answer for. Blame it on the sixties. | do. 

| guess you people know if Armageddon's come yet and 
whether Alexander Haig or Henry Kissinger are among the 
lucky ones, or Bill Westmore- 
land or Frank Sinatra. On the 
other hand, the unknowns are 
what make life so really inter- 
esting to me. Imagine how dull 
press conferences would be if | 
knew the answers to all the 
questions they asked me?! 

Well, |'m over my limit. Let me 
sign off, leaving you with a bit of 
factual history that | want you to 
have in the future. | want to make 
sure you know what happened 
in case the history books make 
a hash of it. It's about that Nic- 
araguan hit manual. | wasn't re- 
sponsible for the part about 
stopping up the toilets with dirt. 
Our man down there was sup- 
posed to edit that out because, 
obviously, they have enough 
problems with plumbing in that 
part of the world without us in- 
terfering. 

Your friend, Ronald Reagan. 
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LAW 


SELLERS AND USERS 
It's a familiar scene in every 
major city. A woman ina 
pink tube top, short tight 
leather skirt, fishnet stockings, 
and spike heels is hanging 
around a street corner in the 
red-light district. The out- 
of-town businessman eyes 
her and slows down. She 
inquires, “Want to have a 
good time?” The business- 
man ponders the dangers of 
a one-hour dalliance: “Will 
she give me a disease? Is she 
going to steal my money?” 
She pulls closer to him and 
shows an expanse of thigh. 
He realizes that he probably 
wouldn't have wandered 

into the area unless he 
wanted to do it. What the 
heck, he decides, you've got 
to take some chances in 

this life. He asks her how 
much it will cost. “That de- 
pends on what you want,” she 
responds. “Nothing special,” 
he nervously whispers. ‘Just 
the usual.” “That'll cost you 
$100,” she asserts, as he 
reaches for his wallet. 

From a darkened room 
across the street, a policeman 
observes the transaction. 

He radios a plainclothes de- 
tective on the street, who 
approaches the couple. 
“You're under arrest, sweetie,” 
he says to the prostitute. 
"And you, lover boy,” he says 
to the john, "give me some 
ID in case we need you as a 
witness. And don't let me 
catch you doing this on my 
beat anymore.” 

The prostitute is arrested, 
then, while her customer 
is let off with a good scare. Is 
that discrimination against 
women? Or is it simply a 
commonsense exercise of 

~ 32 PENTHOUSE 


police discretion? 

Listen to Joan Bertin, of 
the Women’s Rights Project of 
the American Civil Liberties 
Union Foundation: “Maybe 
providing or receiving sexual 
services for a fee should 
not be a crime. But as long 
as it is, there is no possible 
basis for arresting or prose- 
cuting only the women who 
sell the service and not 
the men who buy it.” Sympa- 
thy for the johns, she insists, 
“is the old double standard, 
by which promiscuity is 
forgiven in men but con- 
demned and punished in 
women.’ She explains that 
“the crime of prostitution 
exists only as long as there 
are buyers for the services 
that are for sale.” She de- 
mands, in the name of civil 
liberties, the “equal enforce- 
ment of the law"—meaning 
that if prostitutes are arrested, 
then customers caught with 
their pants down must be 
arrested, too. 

The argument has some 
seductive appeal—until you 
begin to think about its impli- 
cations. 

Does it mean that every 
time a professional drug 
dealer is arrested, all of his 
marijuana users—even those 
who only occasionally take 


Ensnaring the potential john. 


a toke—must be arrested as 
well? Can the police never 
bust an organized-crime 
gambling operation without 
also punishing every two-dol- 
lar bettor? When a porno- 
graphic movie house is 
closed down, must the view- 
ers be indicted as well? 
When prohibition was en- 
forced, should every boozer 
have been put in jail along 
with the major importers? And 
in the bad old days when 
abortion and birth-control 
clinics were outlawed, was it 
mandatory for the courts 

to convict every woman who 
sought an abortion or a 
diaphragm? 

In each of these cases “the 
crime exists only as long as 
there are buyers.” Yet sensi- 
ble law enforcement gener- 
ally distinguishes between the 
professional, full-time purvey- 
or of the illegal service and 
the occasional amateur 
consumer. 

The methods by which the 
police sometimes apply this 
generally sound principle 
to female prostitutes and male 
johns may well reflect the 
“old double standard.” Treat- 
ing male pimps better than 
female prostitutes surely 
would constitute discrimina- 
tion, as would arresting 
female “janes” while freeing 
male gigolos. (I suspect 
that gay johns are in fact ar- 
rested more often than 
straight johns, but that proba- 
bly reflects discrimination 
between straights and gays.) 
But distinguishing between 
the purveyor and the cus- 
tomer of an illegal service is 
not inherently discriminatory, 

The insistence by some 
feminists that johns must be 
arrested is being welcomed 
by Moral Majoritarians and 
others of a Comstockian 


mentality. As with the censor- 
ship of pornography, feminist 
supporters are playing into 
the hands of sexists who 
oppose them on such issues 
as the ERA and choice in 
abortion. 

Several cities have recently 
taken the john argument to 
its illogical conclusion by 
setting up sting operations to 
ensnare potential johns. In 
Denver, 138 men were ar- 
rested after answering an 
ad—placed by the vice 
squad—to phone the "Heav- 
enly Bodies” escort service. 
And in Nashville, johns were 
booked after police sent 
ersatz “hookers” onto the 
streets in an effort to induce 
potential johns into sexual 
encounters. 

The goals of those feminists 
who insist on the arrest of 
johns are laudable: eventual 
decriminalization of consen- 
sual sexual transactions 
for profit, and fairness in the 
enforcement of laws. But 
the means they have selected 
are inconsistent with civil 
liberties principles. 

Several cities are now 
experimenting with ordi- 
nances that would decrim- 
inalize the use of small 
amounts of drugs, while 
continuing to criminalize the 
sale of drugs. These efforts 
should be praised by civil 
libertarians, not condemned. 
Similarly, a far sounder first 
step toward the eventual 
legalization of prostitution 
would be to decriminalize the 
occasional purchase of sex. 
That would establish a firmer 
basis for eventually decrimin- 
alizing the sale of sex than 
would the pseudomoralistic 
and somewhat vindictive 
argument that every john 
must be arrested. 

—Alan M. Dershowitz 
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MANAGING MAILER 
Using a biographical ap- 
proach that is as revolutionary 
as his subject, Peter Manso 
has written an engrossing 
and entertaining history of 40 
of America's most turbulent 
years. In Mailer: His Life and 
Times (Simon & Schuster), 
Manso interviews 150 people 
whose lives were touched— 
and often changed—by 

their involvement with our 
most famous living writer. 

With a fast-paced cinematic 
approach, Manso skillfully 
weaves his narrative, cutting 
this way and that, back and 
forth, with one person often 
contradicting another in 
the manner of a good argu- 
ment at one's favorite bar late 
at night. The stories are 
often incredible, sometimes 
shocking, and almost always 
amusing. Mailer's unfailing 
instinct for foment and con- 
troversy has thrown him into 
the center of some of the 
most significant events of our 
times. One tends to forget 
how much he has been 
involved with. 

A very brief overview of 
just part of Mailer's life story 
will illustrate the point: 

* An instant celebrity at 
age 25, Mailer plunged 
headfirst into the Hollywood 
maelstrom with the likes 
of Marlon Brando, Montgom- 
ery Clift, and Gene Kelly.. 

ein the 1950s, Mailer 
helped create the Village 
Voice, while making Green- 
wich Village a Mecca for 
those who believed that cre- 
ativity had to be fueled by 
overdoses of sex, drugs, and 
violence. 

* After (many people be- 
lieve) helping to elect Jack 


Kennedy president, Mailer 
went on to become one of the 
nation’s leading spokesmen 
against the war in Vietnam, 
simultaneously redefining 
journalism and winning a Pu- 
litzer prize for his reporting 
on some of the very demon- 
strations he helped to spark. 

¢ The 1970s saw Mailer 
cover the exploration of outer 
space and then challenge 
the feminists’ sexual coup 
d'état by locating many fatal 
flaws in their assumptions 
about men and women—- 
while plunging into his fifth 
marriage. 

«Winning a second Pulitzer 
for his “novel” about the 
execution of Gary Gilmore, a 
book that involved Mailer 
with another convicted mur- 
derer—Jack Henry Abbott— 
with disastrous results when 
Abbott, on parole, killed 
again, Mailer chose to face 
the firestorm of public anger 
alone and undefended. 

Peter Manso’s virtue as a 
biographer is that he doesn't 
even begin to attempt to 
evaluate Mailer's achieve- 
ments as a writer. Rather, he 
brings Mailer’s story to life 
by allowing all these person- 
alities to retain their own 


Norman Mailer with Muhammad Ali: the Great American Life. 


individual voices and styles, 
making this book as dramatic 
and rich as a good film or 
novel. But no novelist—not 
even Philip Roth—would ever 
dare to invent a mother like 
Norman's. And no filmmaker 
(except, maybe, Mailer him- 
self) would have the nerve to 
imagine the orgy of sex and 
violence that erupted when 
Mailer tried to direct his 
“improvisational” movie, 
Maidstone. 

And it’s scenes like these 
that make Mailer: His Life 
and Times such fun. If you 
ever imagined that the con- 
troversies that obsessed 
the New York literary move- 
ment of the 1950s were of 
great cultural importance, the 
reminiscences of some of 
its “stars” will quickly dis- 
abuse you of that notion. 
What's amazing is that Mailer 
had the genius and discipline 
to create a body of work 
unmatched in American liter- 
ary history while he was 
(seemingly) spending his 
days and nights fighting, 
drinking, getting wasted, ar- 
guing with morons, and 
going through more women 
than many of us even fanta- 
size about. 


Norman Mailer once was 
obsessed with writing the 
Great American Novel. Man- 
so’s biography makes it clear 
that—no matter what—he's 
led a Great American Life. 
—Peter Bloch 


FILAS 


RED, WHITE, AND 
BLUE TAPE 
What sort of thing might Terry 
Gilliam, ex—Monty Pythonite 
and successful director 
(Time Bandits), find funny? 
Well, there was that time 
he was strolling in Copen- 
hagen. “This middle-aged 
couple,” he recalls, “very 
proper, very bourgeois, was 
walking their little dog. They 
had placed a Band-Aid 
across its ass hole. It was the 
sweetest sight | ever saw. | 
laughed myself silly for days.” 
The unusually muzzled 
pooch, not surprisingly, ap- 
pears in Gilliam’s newest film, 
Brazil. The title, which refers 
to a song made popular 
by Carmen Miranda, reveals 
little: The film has nothing 
to do with the ziggurats 
of fresh produce piled atop 
that gal's pate. Starring 
Jonathan Pryce, Michael 
Palin, and Robert De Niro— 
yes, Robert De Niro, ina 
brief role as a plumber—Bra- 
zilis “a lighthearted night- 
mare set in a nameless, 
placeless state,” where com- 
puters run, and ultimately 
ruin, just about everything. 
The title (suggesting a world 
of wedgies, sambas, and 
the best beans money can 
buy) actually alludes to the 
state of mind evoked by 
the song's lyrics—dreamy, 
serene, romantic—not the 
bureaucratic anxieties of the 
movie's Big Brother terrain. 
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The American expatriate 
Gilliam is at a humble loss to 
explain, in 50 words or more, 
exactly what the film is about. 
“It's a mixture of fantasy 
and reality about a small 
man—no, he's not particularly 
short—fighting the System. 
Let's say it's about the other 
side of now. Hmm. . . let's 
see... it's about 1984 arriv- 
ing just in time for 1985. 

Will that do?” 

Close, but no cigar. That's 
43 words. 

Gilliam figures that Brazil, 
which he wrote with Charles 
McKeown and Vulcan word- 
smith Tom Stoppard (The 
Real Thing), will be a night- 
mare in itself for the studio 
marketing department. 
“They've done a very nice 
poster for the European 
campaign, showing a bird's- 
eye view of a Metropolis- 
like city in which a man ina 
bed is falling into an abyss. 
I'm surprised the movie 
was even financed. I'd better 
shut up. This may be the 
last interview | ever give." 

Unlike the Pythons’ earlier 
communal efforts, such as 
Life of Brian and The Mean- 
ing of Life—which offended 
everything from religious 
to dining sensibilities —Gil- 
liam's second solo flight 
is not out to outrage. “Rather 
to disturb,” he says, “It’s 
really a very sad film. A tear- 
jerker with laughs, if you 
like.” Cunningly, the action 
occurs at Christmastime. 

For the now-legendary BBC 
Python shows, Gilliam worked 
primarily as an animator, his 
loopy cutouts bridging all 
the skits together. Brazil finds 
him wearing another hat. 
“However, the film looks like 
animation,” he points out, 

“a huge cartoon. That's a 
dangerous thing to try, and | 
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Jonathan Pryce in Brazil. 


approached making it as an 
honorable failure.” 

Gilliam began thinking 
about Brazil long before the 
surprising success of the Oz- 
like Time Bandits. He planned 
it as “a cross between Franz 
Kafka and Walter Mitty,” 
and as a venom-dipped billet- 
doux to America—a home- 
land of which Gilliam is not 
especially enamored. He 
claims that America suffers 
from more bureaucratic paper 
cuts than his adopted home, 
England. The headache he 
got trying to secure the rights 
to use the title song serves 
as a small example. “| had to 
go through ten million law- 
yers on this thing. They said 
they're protecting their client. 
My God—he's dead!” 

Thrashing through the red 
tape, Gilliam nevertheless 
trudges onward. Will that 
include being reunited with 
the Pythons, disbanded 
for some time now, in a new 
collaboration? “| do know that 
we'll be reunited for lunch 
next Monday,” he says. 
Further collusion is “a possi- 
bility.” Meanwhile, he'll pur- 
sue a new project of his own 
following Brazil called The 
Improbable Adventures 


of Baron Munchausen | and 
il, “The fellow was a terrible 
liar. He even claimed that 
he was a paramour of Cath- 
erine the Great.” 

For that, Gilliam might have 
to find a Band-Aid big enough 
for another of the Russian 
regent's lovers—a horse. 
—Lawrence O'Toole 


SEX NEWS 


HOMOSEXUAL GENES? 
In a controversial report 
some people are interpreting 
as proof of a biological basis 
for homosexuality, two uni- 
versity researchers said they 
discovered that self-pro- 
claimed gays reacted differ- 
ently to a female hormone 
than did the straight men and 
women in a control group. 
Drs. Brian Glaude and Ronald 
Hellman injected three 
groups—one of women, one 
of heterosexual men, and 
one made up of gays—with 
estrogen, a female hormone. 
The gays had an “elevated 
response pattern” to the 
hormone, according to 
Glaude and Hellman’s report, 
which was published in 
Science magazine. Both re- 
searchers cautioned against 
using their findings to back 
theories of a biological cause 
of homosexuality. 


CROSSING THE JORDAN 
“Never Mind” Dept.: Remem- 
ber Jordan, Minnesota, the 
tiny town hauled into the 
news when a good percent- 
age of its adult population 
was accused of child sex or- 
gies? Then the investigation 
was Called off, to give way to 
an even bigger investigation 
of child snuff-film murders? 
Now, after a whole town's 
reputation has been scarred 


and children have been 
separated from parents, it 
has turned out that the whole 
thing ballooned from lies 

told to authorities by a man 
accused of child molestation. 
James J. Rud, a convicted 
child molester, told a local 
television station that he 
made up the tales of lurid 
sex orgies and child-swap- 
ping clubs in order to get 

a lighter sentence. The impact 
of Rud'’s tale was increased 
dramatically when two of 

the children involved told of 
torture murders of children, 
which they said they wit- 
nessed during bizarre ritual 
orgies. The youths later 
admitted they lied, too. Rud 
now says that he abused 
children, but the sex parties 
never occurred. 


BEAUTY AND THE 
BRIEFCASE 

In corporate America, execu- 
tive positions go to the dogs. 
That's the conclusion of 
Thomas Cash, writing in Psy- 
chology Today, who says 
that beautiful women are dis- 
criminated against in execu- 
tive boardrooms and are 
less likely to be promoted into 
managerial positions. His 
study involved personnel 
consultants at 200 corpora- 
tions, who were asked to 
make hiring decisions based 
on photographs alone. The 
conclusion? “The less femi- 
nine the appearance, the 
more competent the 
woman''—at least, that’s what 
the personne! consultants 
assumed. On the other hand, 
“pink-collar” jobs, those 
traditionally held by women— 
clerical workers, nurses, 
receptionists, teachers— 
were often nabbed by the 
more beautiful female candi- 
dates.O+-g 


THE EXPERTS AGREE THAT CENSORSHIP WORKS 


The experts have always agreed that censorship is the 
single best way to promote agreement on an idea. Even 
on a bad idea. Censorship worked in Nazi Germany, 
and censorship works today in Iran, Cuba and the 
Soviet Union. 

Today, a few so-called “decency” groups are trying 
to make censorship work in America. These people 
feel that if you aren’t allowed to watch “dangerous” 


television programs like “Mash” and “The Day After,” or 
read “immoral” magazines like Ms. and Penthouse or 
books like Ulysses and Huckleberry Finn, our nation will 
be a better place. 

Fortunately, in America you don’t have to trust your 
freedom to “experts.” You have the freedom to say No to 
censorship. Say it today—tomorrow may be too late. 

Freedom is everybody’s business. 


This message is sponsored by Penthouse Magazine. 
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Within the clandestine concentration 
camps of Latin America, women have become the targets 
of unspeakable crimes against humanity. 


TORTURED WOMEN: 


STORIES OF POLITICAL TERROR 


BY OMAR RIVABELLA 


TRANSLATED BY ANDREA DE URQUIZA 


A bright Friday afternoon, 
somewhere in South Amer- 
ica. Dr. Laura Bonaparte 
pulls on a drab black dress, 
covers her head with a plain 
scarf to hide her handsome 
features, and goes out to 
find her 24-year-old daugh- 
ter, Noni. She has been 
missing for a week. 

The nightmare won't end. 

“| started out to the cem- 
etery to see if she was on 
the list of the dead. But | 
couldn't continue. Every- 
thing seemed so unbeliev- 
able, so horrendous.” 

Dr. Bonaparte brings her 
case before the civil court, 
where a judge tells her that 
before he can help her re- 
cover Noni’s body she has 
to sign a statement saying 
that her daughter had died 
in a battle with security 
forces. If she doesn’t sign 
it, she won't be able to re- 
trieve the body. 

“| demanded that they 
prove to me that she was 
dead. The judge told me 
that he had a paper with the 
number of a jar and that in 
that jar were the severed 
hands of my daughter ... 
her identification. 

“| refused to sign and 
continued my search. Fi- 
nally, a local chief of police 
who had seen my daughter 
told me, ‘But, senora, you 


couldn't even call what was 
turned over to us a body.’ ” 

The torture of women is 
a cancer eating away at 
Latin America, and as the 
continent groans under the 
weight of unprecedented 
political and social up- 
heaval, the torture has 
reached epidemic propor- 
tions. Dr. Luis Avila, a phy- 
sician who has treated tor- 
ture victims and has 
traveled throughout the 
continent witnessing this 
tragedy, told Penthouse, 
“The torture of women in 
Latin America is the great- 
est tragedy of our lifetime. 
Our women are being as- 
saulted at an unprece- 
dented rate in the name of 
social change, but it is plain 
and simple barbarism. And 
though much of it goes un- 


reported, it is eating away 
at our character, every- 
thing that we are, for it is all 
so wanton.” 

Dr. Orlando Garcia, a 
Latin American human 
rights activist and director 
of a mental health clinic in 
New York, found similar 
stories: “Where men, mostly 
soldiers of one side or an- 
other, have traditionally 
been victims of war, now it 
is women, who because of 
their political activism or 
because of their sexual vul- 
nerability are increasingly 
the targets of sadistic mili- 
tary and police officials. 
These are not crimes of 
passion, but the crimes of 
politics gone mad. And 
women are the easiest tar- 
gets—our mothers, our 
wives, our sisters.” 

A former Uruguayan sol- 
dier told of the existence of 
a school, operated by the 
Army general staff, that in- 
structs its students how to 
torture people efficiently: 

“Torture is taught by of- 
ficers who inculcate stu- 
dents with the belief that 
torture is necessary, abso- 
lutely necessary, to obtain 
information. There are 
practical classes. A pris- 
oner is brought into the 
classroom and tortured 
while another student con- 
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ducts an interrogation. These prisoners 
are often not being questioned any longer 
at their detention center, but they are 
needed for the practical classes. It's really 
a class to accustom the students to tor- 
ture.” 

Do any “students” ever refuse to tor- 
ture? 

“No, because that means being sent 
to the brig. It was made very clear that 
we must dedicate ourselves totally to the 
task we are going to perform. What is 
ordered to be done must be done.” 

Electric shock is the most common tor- 
ture, although, according to the Uru- 
guayan soldier, beatings and suffocation 
are not infrequent. “The prisoner often 
faints. In these cases, the victim is brought 
around, just to be tortured again.” Ad- 
vanced technology has been added to 
the arsenal of the police and military in 
many South American countries, which, 
combined with advances in knowledge 
of the human body, has served to make 
torture even more painful and sophisti- 
cated. 

But while methods of torture have be- 
come more sophisticated, the torturers 
themselves are becoming more primi- 
tive, giving rise to men who torture only 
for the pleasure of seeing pain. Torture is 
often practiced out of pure sadism or to 
satisfy sexual appetites. 

“Reasons of state”—a euphemism tan- 
tamount to “the national interest” in 


America—is often used as the cover for 
the detaining and punishment of women. 
What constitutes a “reason of state"? A 
woman, as in the case of Dr. Bonaparte, 
looking to retrieve the body of a dead 
relative; a wife searching for her “disap- 
peared” husband; a mother looking for 
her son, who never returned home from 
a trip to the grocery store. 

Sometimes the state does not give rea- 
sons. Women disappear from their homes 
in the middle of the night, or are arrested 
on vague suspicions, rumors, and anon- 
ymous “information.” A woman pressing 
charges against a soldier for assault can 
be punished severely in one of the many 
dark, secret cells hidden throughout Latin 
America. It doesn't require much. Some- 
times simply a friend's plea for the re- 
lease of a woman who has lost her hus- 
band and sons is enough to insure an 
assault on her. 

The effect of this wanton and alarming 
increase of torture of women in Latin 
America is devastating. Families already 
ravaged by the disappearance and mur- 
der of fathers, sons, and husbands are 
destroyed by the torture and disappear- 
ance of thousands of women. Thousands 
of homeless, parentless children, whose 
mothers have joined the ranks of the “dis- 
appeared,” are also victims. 

Many torturers are so confident of their 
immunity from punishment, as well as 
being sure that their victims will never talk 


“I never have any trouble finding 
them or fucking them. | just can't seem to forget them.” 
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for fear of reliving their ordeals, that they 
release these battered people when they 
are finished with them. 

To a certain degree the torturers are 
right. Most victims don't talk: some to 
protect their relatives from reprisals, oth- 
ers because they suffer from a syndrome 
common to people who have undergone 
tragic experiences—they remain forever 
silent. 

But some of those who reach freedom 
do speak out. What follows are two wom- 
en's accounts of their experiences in the 
clandestine concentration camps of Latin 
America. Their voices are being heard— 
for the first time—in Penthouse. 

Jacobo Timerman wrote movingly sev- 
eral years ago about his own experi- 
ences as a victim of state terrorism in Ar- 
gentina in the book Prisoner Without a 
Name, Cell Without a Number. However, 
Timerman's account described only a 
very small part of what has become a 
South American nightmare—and a dis- 
grace to the Western world. 

Because their suffering is typical of the 
barbarous treatment to which women are 
subjected in many countries, we have not 
identified the nations involved. We have 
also changed the names of the women 
in order to protect their families who are 
still living—or existing—in the countries 
where these outrages took place. 


“WE ARE GOING TO KILL YOU ALL” 
Susana M. was a 31-year-old teacher 
when she was kidnapped. She is of me- 
dium height, with a pale complexion and 
a willing expression. Her eyes have a look 
that is both challenging and suspicious 
at the same time, and they always seem 
to be seeking an explanation. 

She appears to be fragile, but her ner- 
vous and serious face reveals a steely 
determination to continue fighting for 
freedom. Susana is always alert, as if she 
still expects to hear the metallic sound of 
her cell door. 


“| was kidnapped during the second 
week of March in 1979 and released on 
December 24, 1982. 

“On the day | was detained | was alone, 
getting ready to go out and do some 
shopping. My little daughter wasn't home. 
Fortunately, she was spending a few days 
with relatives. It was about six or seven 
o'clock at night when | heard bangs on 
the door. When | opened it, an armed 
man pushed into my apartment. | was 
able to see that he was accompanied by 
eight or nine others, in civilian clothes. 
Right away. they put my hands behind my 
back and | was handcuffed while another 
man put a hood over my head. | heard 
one of them ask the apparent leader of 
the group, ‘Should we do it here?’ to which 
he answered, ‘No, we have to take her.’ 

“A few minutes later, pulled by my arm, 
they made me go out into the street. | 
heard the door of a car open and they 
threw me down onto its floor. Then three 
of the men got in and sat down, putting 
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THE CREATION 
OF A CHAMPION 


BY JOSE CHEGUI TORRES 


Young prizefighter Mark Breland 
won spectacular amateur victories. But becoming 
a great professional is a test 
of one's spirit that only a few men are equal to. 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY DAVID MICHAEL KENNEDY 


A great prizefighter does not live with 
anxiety as does an ordinary man. One 
myth haunting the boxing world is that 
fear is the enemy that crushes fighters 
On the contrary: Good fighters, and cer- 
tainly champions, manipulate this emo- 
tion for their own benefit. Correctly ex- 
ploited, fear is the boxer's best friend. A 
boxer without fear, or one who lets fear 
master him—and there are a few 
around—is a man with dangerous l|imi- 
ations. 

On a warm August night last summer 
during the twenty-third Olympiad, within 
he silence surrounding his psyche. 21- 
year-old Mark Breland was transforming 
ear into vitality. As his thin, 6’2'%.”" frame 
stepped into the ring of the Los Angeles 
Sports Arena to face Mexican welter- 
weight star Genaro Leon. there was a 
ension as sweet as sex in the air. His left 
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hand below his waist. his right almost 
touching his jaw. and his long. slender 
threadlike neck exposing his chin. the 
147-pound Breland moved in and out of 
Ledn's range. feinting jabs with jet-pro- 
pelled swiftness. He was projecting a 
sense of intimidation with each move 
Everyone. including Leon, was expect- 
ing dynamite to explode with unex- 
pected accuracy 

| watched with growing fascination— 
and not a small hint of awe—as Leon was 
led into a dreadful trap: forced to think 
rather than react intuitively. And it was no 
contest. A strafing reminiscent of heli- 
copter battles in Vietnam began. Breland 
feinted, then followed with a swift left jab 
and a devastating right cross to the jaw 
as heavy as the weight of an old safe 
Millions of ants fled throughout Leon's 
anatomy, and he panicked. Holy Mother. 


he must have intoned to himself, / am 
dying, protect my soul. The referee gave 
Ledn the eight-count, and frightened and 
wounded—his gloves held limply up to 
his face, his body in shock, banged and 
brutalized—he retreated. Bloodless as 
an executioner, Breland moved in, but 
without hurry. He connected with a con- 
tingent of bitter jabs followed by a straight 
right. Jabbing viciously, each punch 
seemed more powerful that the last, until 
Ledn could not even see them coming, 
let alone construct a defense. Breland 
was moving in, bombing, driving, slash- 
ing-at the man in front of him. Ledn's eyes 
and mind got lost in that mysterious place 
called semiconsciousness, and as his 
legs wobbled uncontrollably, the referee 
signaled the fight over. The crowd went 
wild 

The knockout had awakened Breland 
During his next two Olympic bouts, we 
saw him at, perhaps, his best. He was a 
man unafraid to take chances, even when 
his punches came from his mind instead 
of his instincts. He alternated between 
amateur punching and professional 
thought patterns. And in the first seconds 
of the finals, against South Korea's Young- 
Su An, Mark Breland began to craft a de- 
lightful artwork, punching and moving 
constantly, easing off at times so he could 
show his magic tricks 

Breland's instincts flowed free. His 
boxing was not so much pure science as 
it was metaphysical science—the sci- 
ence of the alchemist and the sorcerer 
Like many blacks from poor neighbor- 
hoods, Breland is the product of his own 
raw material. And now it was all coming 
together for him 

In the final round of his 111th fight, his 
last as an amateur—he had lost only one 
and had scored 73 knockouts—Breland 
changed his mental plan, and we wit- 
nessed a masterpiece in motion. He 
seemed to be dancing to music from the 
depths of his roots in black Africa—drums 
and bamboo sounds, musical interpre- 
tations of .the African gods that almost 
appeared to be surfacing in Breland's 
pugilistic magnificence 


Only a few days earlier, however, things 
had seemed very different. | had come 
to Los Angeles to watch Breland, a wel- 
terweight prodigy from the Bedford- 
Stuyvesant ghetto in Brooklyn, who had 
been touted as the most outstanding 
Olympic boxer since Muhammad Ali 
called himself Cassius Clay. As a former 
Olympic winner myself, and once a 
world’s ruler in the pro ranks, | knew 
something of the pressures—and the ex- 
hilaration—of being a champion. But in 
those first few days, the pressure seemed 
to be taking its toll on Breland. To begin 
with, Los Angeles was like a fatigued 
hooker who had lost interest in her own 
deceptions. Artifice was eating at its soul 
The spirit was sour! | was outraged with 
the inertia and decided, for Breland’'s 
sake, to resist Breland had looked 


bored, spiritless, and | felt he needed 
help. Every eye was on him and, after 
three lackluster victories in the course of 
the first few days of the Games, he was 
struggling. 

During the second round of Breland’s 
first fight, his opponent Wayne Gordon, 
a Canadian welterweight, connected with 
a straight right cross flush to Breland’s 
jaw. Unable to escape the punch, Bre- 
land rolled with it, fracturing its momen- 
tum. Surprise flashed in his eyes simul- 
taneously with a collective murmur from 
the crowd. The referee gave Breland a 
standing eight-count. Still, Breland 
showed no sign of being roused from his 
stony calm. Full of himself and making 
bold calculations, Gordon moved in 
menacingly and Breland positioned him- 
self. The Canadian threw punches while 
Breland moved his body awkwardly from 
side to side, back and forth, while, in the 
process, sticking his left jab. Then Bre- 
land saw something: disappointment 
written clearly on the Canadian's face. 
Breland moved in with a few lazy jabs, 
nothing exciting, but it was enough to 
discourage Gordon. Breland was de- 
clared the victor; people booed. It was 
not a happy victory. He looked drawn and 
congested. When asked what he had 
learned, however, Breland was _ philo- 
sophical. “That for the first time | was 
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“Not the Anus & Andy...” 


booed,” he answered. 

It was not an experience without con- 
sequences. For a whole year, Breland’s 
powerful ego had been fed by endless 
accolades, but the ego is perverse, stirred 
when ignored or denied its due. So Bre- 
land was depressed and his ego rest- 
less. And yet he looked no better in his 
second victory. His body moved listlessly 
and his punches were sporadic. 

In the second outing, Breland was er- 
roneously matched against a Korean 
boxer. To mend the situation, the Olympic 
Boxing Committee decided to hold an 
emergency drawing. For reasons be- 
yond my comprehension, | was chosen 
to pick Breland’s opponent from among 
six concealed names written on separate 
pieces of paper and placed in a hat. | 
closed my eyes, plunged my hands in- 
side the hat, stirred its contents, and 
pulled one out. On it was the name of a 
fighter from Puerto Rico—my home! | 
looked around in disbelief. | had lived my 
life with a deep sentimental attachment 
to my people. What celestial hands had 
driven me to make such a selection? | 
moved through the rest of the day like a 
man trying to turn the world in reverse, a 
man at odds with the natural law. 

The day of the fight, | watched Breland 
come out of his corner without much de- 
sire. His jab was fast but lacked convic- 


tion. The Puerto Rican fighter seemed in 
shock with fear, a condition that Breland 
took no time figuring out. Breland’s feints 
sent the Puerto Rican opponent into a 
shell, looking for help that did not exist. 
Breland chased his inferior rival slowly, 
delivering powerful, but dispersed, 
punches. Breland would write no end. At 
a moment when their fighter was once 
again tagged, the Puerto Rican coaches 
went into the ring and stopped the one- 
sided match. Meanwhile, Breland looked 
bored, even lazy, and in the muddy wash 
of his spirit he was solemn. It was not a 
complete picture of Breland—and it re- 
mained so in the next fight. 

Consequently, there were rumblings in 
the firmament, and distractions that shat- 
tered Breland’s concentration. A boxer is 
a piece of flesh to be haggled over. Los 
Angeles had a few paying customers who 
had come from the penthouses of the 
boxing world and who were circling the 
Olympic Village where the boxers re- 
sided. A renowned professional boxing 
elite was there—promoters Don King, 
Bob Arum, Murad Muhammad, Dan 
Duva, and the powerful Texas million- 
airess Josephine Abercrombie; man- 
ager-trainers Emanuel Steward, Lou 
Duva, and Eddie Futch: managers Shelly 
Finkel and Jim Jacobs—jealously watch- 
ing their property or hoping to recruit a 
future champ. Finkel had his eyes on the 
main chance: Mark Breland, who had 
been trained lately by Steward, man- 
ager-trainer of the world's welterweight 
king, Thomas Hearns. 

Finkel is cool. Not tall, the right weight, 
he walks a little too fast for his size, and 
his rimmed glasses suggest he never had 
to resort to physical exertions to get 
places. When nervous, he can talk a re- 
laxing word, but is betrayed by constant 
nipping at his fingernails. When he opens 
his mouth there are obvious but unseen 
muscles behind his sweet, baritone voice. 
He had learned to exhaust his brains— 
behind his lively blue eyes and his pre- 
maturely bald head one can perceive a 
machine always in gear—not without 
some help from his body. A lawyer, rock- 
concert impresario, boxing promoter, and 
now manager of a few outstanding prize- 
fighters, Finkel had summoned the help 
of Emanuel Steward to train Breland. No 
one in the business could think of a better 
combination. 

Steward is one of the best developers 
of boxing flesh the world has ever seen. 
But when the prominent manager-trainer 
arrived in Los Angeles, he couldn't avoid 
a slap in the face from an indifferent 
Olympic Boxing Committee. He could not 
get seats close enough to the ring, and 
was not allowed to watch the training 
sessions of the boxing team, some of 
whose members had been trained by him 
for months. “When | arrived at the training 
site,” Steward complained, “people said 
they didn’t know who | was.” Medium- 
size, stocky, and dressed immaculately, 
his black face always high with pride—a 
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face that reminds one of a young Joe 
Louis—Steward found no special place. 
He felt rejected. 

So Steward was displeased and a do- 
mestic conflict erupted. Pat Nappi, the 
Olympic Boxing Team trainer, was criti- 
cized by the backers of some of the box- 
ers on his team. Steward charged that 
Nappi was covering his jewels—Bre- 
land, and the others he had trained prior 
to the Games—in sawdust. “He trains all 
the fighters as a group and you know 
that's not right,” Steward told me. “Bre- 
land is complaining of leg cramps be- 
cause Nappi believes only in condition— 
condition, and that’s all. And you know 
that some fighters run five, six miles, while 
others like to do no more than two or 
three.” | had learned some of my own 
craft under Nappi’s tutelage, so | did not 
answer. But in my opinion, a couple of 
weeks’ training should not make much 
difference. 

Steward, however, would not be de- 
nied his ego. He began training Breland 
in a private gymnasium. Nappi accepted 
this without much comment. It was not 
enough to calm Steward’s.roaring spirit, 
though. Still unhappy with the continuous 
snubbing he was receiving from the 
Olympic Boxing Committee, Steward 
called a press conference to announce 
his displeasure. Furious, Nappi fled the 
Olympic Village, heading for the airport, 
but changed his mind after some fighters 
(including Breland) persuaded him to 
come back. Steward admitted error. Now 
Breland was not happy. And Finkel was 
troubled at seeing Breland distressed. 

But not welterweight Genaro Leon. The 
Mexican star was scoring impressive vic- 
tories over better opponents than those 
Breland had faced. And that worried me. 
They were destined to meet. In Breland's 
dressing room, | warned the American 
champ about Le6n. But when the full list 
of Leon's skills had been delivered, Bre- 
land gave his summation. “I've seen him 
fight,” he said. “I don't have to worry about 
looking for him. He'll come to me and I'll 
look good.” Breland spoke casually, with 
the confidence of an old fighter. “Don't 
worry,” he assured me, “I'll handle Leon 
without any problems.” 

“That's not the point,” | explained. “It’s 
not only to win but to excite the people 
as well. You have to have more fire, more 
pep. You have to move the fans.” 

“lunderstand,” Breland said. However, 
| had noticed a boredom as thick as de- 
spair around Breland. Boredom is a pro- 
vision that nature imposes upon fighters. 
Part of the shaping of a boxer’s mind in- 
cludes its control of boredom. In training, 
the daily routine does not change, and 
distractions are poison. Happiness and 
sweet dreams of victories are the sub- 
conscious rewards evoked by boredom 
and exploited by strong-willed men on 
the way to pugilistic heaven. 

The ability to utilize boredom in a pos- 
itive way is not an amateur game, but one 
reserved for men who choose boxing as 
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their profession. Breland was not yet in 
need of such struggles. Yet | had noticed 
Breland’s subconscious manipulation of 
boredom, fear, and frustration, while most 
nonpros his age were engaged only in 
the physical explosions that characterize 
amateur fights. An amateur boxing match 
lasts—at most—nine minutes, hardly 
enough time for any intelligent boxer to 
compose complex thoughts intended to 
affect the outcome of the fight. But Mark 
Breland sometimes made mental plans 
and at times he allowed his magnificent 
instincts to play tricks. At only 21, Breland 
already had been fighting for more than 
ten years. In contrast, | had gone from 
street fights to the Melbourne Olympics 
in 15 months and only 25 fights. There- 
fore, Breland in Los Angeles, unlike me 
in Melbourne, was not an inexperienced 
pug with plenty of room for change in his 
style or boxing mannerism. His long and 
spectacular record had made him cap- 
tive of his own habits. In Los Angeles it 
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Millions of ants fled 
throughout Le6én’s anatomy, 
and he panicked. “Holy 
Mother,” he must have intoned 
to himself, “| am dying, 
protect my soul!” The referee 
gave him the eight-count. 
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was not always a blissful union. Intellec- 
tual war with his physical mechanism 
erupted—a struggle for the necessary 
mind-body coordination. 

Among the pros, the game changes. 
As the bouts become longer, will and de- 
termination supersede muscle and 
strength; timing and anticipation are more 
important than reach and speed. As 
Ralph Ellison once wrote in Invisible Man, 
“In boxing the key [to victory] was to step 
inside your opponent's time." An amateur 
concentrates on punching more; aproon 
thinking better. And in the ring, the 
sweetmeat of pure thought is timing. 

Timing is the magic of champions. The 
knockout punch is invisible. Every fighter 
has the potential of scoring a KO, but first 
he must master the ability to deceive his 
opponent. It was Muhammad Ali's art. He 
would soften his rival's senses with antics 
and “abnormal” behavior before a fight. 
Then once inside the ring, with the con- 
viction that he had the power, he would 
pull his magical rod right from his mind, 
not his gloves, and suddenly there was 
sorcery. 

After Ali's first-round knockout of Sonny 
Liston in Lewiston, Maine, | had been the 


first one to see Sonny alone. “Did you see 
the punch?” | asked. Liston looked into 
my eyes in amazement, surprised that |, 
too, knew the secret. “Too late,” Liston 
answered. “It was almost in my jaw when 
| saw it.” Liston had no time to concen- 
trate all his energy into that spot where 
the punch was about to land in order to 
nullify its effect. And next he was on the 
floor struggling to get his intellect work- 
ing again. By the time he recovered, the 
fight was over. Reacting to the public's 
cry that they had been deceived by a 
“phantom” punch, Ali said, “What do you 
expect? Liston was next to me and he 
didn’t see it either.” Ali had stepped in- 
side everybody's time. 

But what did Mark Breland know of all 
this? He was too young—a beautiful Mo- 
digliani with his long neck elegant, his 
blackness containing both his victory and 
his violence—components_ which 
seemed to have been affected by a 
mystical force. During the course of his 
third bout, | felt that Breland was not in 
full control of his confidence. He punched 
and moved away from possible counter- 
attack before his punches reached the 
target. He was not punching and then 
moving, but punching while stepping 
away, like trying to throw a ball before 
catching it. In boxing this could be con- 
strued as lack of self-assuredness. “Don't 
worry,” he told me before the bout with 
Genaro Leén. 

| was not about to accept this. Breland 
had had three lousy fights, while Le6n 
had looked like a champion in his three 
encounters. Moreover, through José Su- 
laiman, president of the World Boxing 
Council, | had learned that Leén was at 
the brink of becoming a professional 
fighter just a year before, but had been 
convinced by Sulaiman to remain an am- 
ateur for one more year. Now he was 
ready to upset the world with a triumph 
over Breland! 

But that night, as Breland moved in 
again and again, feinting one jab after 
another, making Ledn blink once, then 
again, and back off, | realized | was 
wrong. Breland had stepped into his time! 
All of a sudden, contrary to my fears, | 
now saw that Breland’s strength was the 
luminousness of his confidence. And in 
his own visions, one had the feeling that 
he liked what he saw. The construction 
of champions is never finished, and one 
becomes aware of that when Mark Bre- 
land is at rest. He had been carefully 
fashioned, slowly, surely, by a silent force 
that is still at work. 


Now, after his spectacular amateur vic- 
tories, Breland was ready to become a 
prizefighter. | was in awe of the mystical 
power he had demonstrated. The crea- 
tion of a new version of himself had be- 
gun, and | went to bed that night wishing 
that this transformation would mark the 
beginning of an illustrious pro career and 
the determined consistency of a great 
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FLYING 
FREEDOM 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY JOHN COPELAND 


As intriguing and inspiring as medieval Krakow, so 
too is our dazzling Danuta. who wa 
nurtured in that strict and religious Polish city. “My 
parents will be shocked when the 
these pictures. . .. In Krakow even bathing topless is 
forbidden.” Fleeing this repressive 
atmosphere, Danula traveled to Germany over a year 
ago. Now free as a bird 
world. Danuta soars unfet 
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“To me,” murmurs Danuta, “my body is 
a phenomenon of nature— 
I'm always finding new ways to enjoy 
it.” And Danuta prefers 
having a friend along on these 
adventures .. . although she warns, 
repeating a native proverb: “Polish girls 
are as faithful as hoopoe 
birds.” Since we aren't experts in 
ornithology, we'll simply accept this 
description as well-founded. 
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Looking at life with an expansive, if 
indulgent, attitude, Danuta proclaims, “! 
love being free to do what | 
want.” Bubble baths, discos, travel, 
boutiques, and window- 
shopping are some of the things Danuta 
enjoys. But she admits that 
she's happiest lying on a coo! sheet, 
dreaming of new physical 
boundaries to explore... . and new 
companions to explore them with. 
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TORTURE 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 38 


their feet on top of me. Later, we reached 
a place where the car stopped, and | 
heard an order to stop given in military 
tones. There was a brief dialogue and | 
heard a barrier being lifted. A little while 
later the car stopped again and they 
made me get out. | heard a door open 
before | was pushed into a room. The 
leader of the group that had abducted 
me said in a loud, distinguished voice, 
‘Here's another package and here are the 
papers.’ 

“Still hooded, | was taken almost to the 
end of a corridor and put into a cell. | was 
thrown down onto a metal cot, like the 
kind used in prisons. 

“| wasn't interrogated, nor was | given 
anything to eat or drink that night. | re- 
peatedly heard sounds, which | inter- 
preted as people being taken out of cells. 
| heard footsteps, groans, and people 
being dragged down the corridor. | heard 
the other cells being opened, and then 
they opened mine. They took the cuffs 
off my ankles and put them on my hands, 
behind me. They carefully adjusted the 
hood around my head, and one said, 
‘Let's go.’ 

“They took me into the corridor, and we 
reversed the trip we had made the pre- 
vious day until we reached a car—where 
they threw me down on the floor and three 
people, again, put their feet on top of me. 
We traveled for about 15 minutes at a fast 
speed. | heard the sound of doors on 
tracks, like garage or warehouse doors 
being opened, and then | felt the car en- 
tering a building. They pushed me out 
and then dragged me to a staircase of 
about five or six steps. They made me 
enter a small room that had a smoky at- 
mosphere and | heard the noises of 
glasses. There were several people. The 
ones who had brought me said some- 
thing like, ‘Now we're going to have fun,’ 
to which someone already in the room 
answered, ‘Let's go, then.’ | heard music. 
We went through a short corridor until we 
reached a room where they took off my 
handcuffs, stripped me, and removed the 
hood. There was a table with some kind 
of electric control panels, three metal 
bedframes with springs, a reflecting light, 
a large tape recorder, a radio receiver, 
and butcher hooks with long chains on 
them against the wall. 

“Once | was naked | was thrown on the 
bedframe closest to the door. There were 
two naked women on the other bed- 
frames. Later | learned that the youngest 
one was Rosita, and the other Angela. | 
also saw two men, with their hands hand- 
cuffed behind their backs. They were 
standing up. Each was held by two 
guards. 

“| was tied up with my arms and legs 
spread open on the bedframe, like Rosita 
and Angela were. They attached a cable 
to my toe. Meanwhile, they were shock- 


58 PENTHOUSE 


ing Angela with an electric-shock baton, 
and she was screaming. They began to 
run another baton over my body, begin- 
ning with my head, eyes, arms, breasts, 
genitals, anus—my whole body. At the 
same time they said, ‘Next time we're 
going to be tougher.’ The shocks were 
constant and scary but still of low inten- 
sity. Despite that, however, | lost con- 
sciousness. The torturers insisted that 
they would be tougher on me, and began 
to shock the younger woman, which 
caused Angela and the two male pris- 
oners to scream insults at them. One of 
the torturers turned the music up to full 
volume and yelled, ‘Keep on screaming, 
bastards, we haven't even begun!’ 
“This torture went on for a long time, 
until one of the torturers said, ‘Now the 
best part, the most fun, begins,’ and they 
began to shock me, increasing the volt- 
age until my whole body arched. They 
then raped the youngest woman, then the 
other one, and then me. All of the tortur- 


e 


| saw a cement sink with 
a faucet above it, hooks with 
ropes to suspend people 
from, and a table with electric 
controls. There were 
three torturers in the room. 
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ers and the guards raped us one after 
the other. They also raped me in the anus. 
First they introduced a stick into my anus 
saying it would be better and that | would 
notice the difference when they put their 
penises in. 

“This collective rape caused the two 
male prisoners to cry out, and one of them 
kicked a guard, who hit him with a rifle 
butt in the head and knocked him out. | 
don't know how long this collective rape 
and torture session lasted, because | lost 
consciousness. | vaguely remember that 
| was transported by car, and | came to 
in the same cell. | realized that they had 
dressed me in clothes that didn't belong 
to me. 

“The next day, still without having eat- 
en or drunk anything, | was taken again 
to the torture place. When | arrived, An- 
gela was there, too, but not the male pris- 
oners or their guards. But the ones in 
charge of the tape recorder, the electric 
controls, and the shock baton were there. 
One of them said to the people who had 
brought me there, ‘We gave Rosita, who 
was very good, to the infantry battalion.’ 

“That day Angela and | were tortured 
with shocks. They also put some kind of 


earphones on my ears and | heard a con- 
stant and very sharp buzz. This torture 
made me pass out right away. It was ex- 
tremely painful and caused terrible 
headaches. | estimate that this torture 
session, like the one the day before, lasted 
from the evening until dawn. On the sec- 
ond day, the torturers seemed to want 
names of union activists. They main- 
tained that the unions, which had been 
taken over by the military, had been in- 
filtrated by subversives. Their questions, 
however, were vague. | wasn't fed that 
day. Then, as at other times, when the 
torture session was over, they dressed 
me in different clothes. | remember once 
they put a bloodstained sweater on me. 
After this second session and after | was 
taken back to my cell, they fed me for the 
first time. They gave me an aluminum jar 
(| recognized it by touch) with very hot 
tea and an old piece of bread with a 
gummy texture. That day they took me to 
the bathroom, hooded. It was the first day 
| had been to a bathroom; until then | had 
had to do everything all over myself. 

“| was a prisoner there, | think, until the 
middle of 1980, but | had lost all sense of 
time since | didn't have any reference 
point. A few days after the second time 
they tortured me, | was taken to a room 
inside the building opposite the entrance 
hall and was forced to stand with my face 
to the wall, without the hood. A man 
questioned me about my name and place 
of birth. | turned my head and recog- 
nized my questioner. He was a general, 
in military fatigues, who often appeared 
in the newspapers. | said that | recog- 
nized him, and the officer told me, ‘You 
don’t have the right to speak unless 
asked, because you don't exist.’ 

“Once when | was taken to the torture 
house | witnessed the torture, with elec- 
tric shock, of a young woman in a very 
advanced stage of pregnancy. A young 
man, handcuffed and guarded by two 
men, was forced to watch. A man with a 
stethoscope around his neck examined 
the woman while she was being tortured 
amidst the insults of the young man, who 
apparently was her husband. 

“Then and on other occasions the tor- 
turers would say, ‘Look at me, you're not 
going to leave here alive.’ Other times 
they made us watch the torture of other 
prisoners and said, ‘Watch, that way you'll 
learn.’ During this period, they took me 
six or seven times to the interior court- 
yard of the building and made me stand 
up against the wall with other prisoners. 
From a distance of about ten or 15 yards, 
four or five uniformed men shot at us with 
pistols. We felt the bullets whizzing by our 
bodies, | remember a boy who suffered 
from epileptic convulsions. In one of these 
‘target practices’ | saw the boy fall to the 
ground in convulsions and all bloody. 
They took me away immediately and | 
never knew what ever happened to him. 
This incident didn't stop these people 
from taking me to torture and rape ses- 
sions and to other ‘target practices.’ 


“One day, | guess it was in the morn- 
ing, | heard them open the doors of sev- 
eral cells and then mine. They took me 


out of the building and put me in a car, | 


thrown on the floor. We traveled for about 
an hour. When the car stopped, they 
made me get out and go up a staircase. 
A door opened and we entered a large 
place. From there we went into another 
room, which was obviously a torture 
chamber. This room had four bedframes, 
or ‘grilles.’ They took the hood, hand- 
cuffs, and my clothes off. There was a 
cement sink with a faucet above it, hooks 
with ropes to suspend people from, and 
a table with electric controls. There was 
music coming from this table. There was 
also a large reflecting lamp above the 
table, and three torturers in the room. 

“The one known as the ‘lieutenant’ or- 
dered three male prisoners to be brought 
in. When the prisoners entered, the ‘lieu- 
tenant’ showed us a knife that had 
notches on the handle, and said, ‘This is 
so you'll learn what we're like here; |'ve 
castrated many subversives with this knife 
and we're going to castrate them all.’ Then 
he ordered the prisoners to lower their 
pants and to show their genitals to prove 
what he had just said. They only had 
nasty, ugly scars in place of their geni- 
tals. The three prisoners were very thin, 
with vacant eyes, toothless, and very thin 
hair. 

“Another day, the ‘lieutenant’ ordered 
‘the one who's tied to the post’ to be 
brought, and a woman that | recognized 
as Liliana M. came in. Liliana had an 
empty eye socket with an ugly scar 
around it, a bruised face. She looked like 
a walking corpse. They made her kneel 
down and watch the torture, and sud- 
denly we noticed a strong odor indicat- 
ing that Liliana had emptied her bowels. 
The ‘lieutenant’ then said, ‘Take this pig 
and throw her off the tower.’ They took 
her out, pushing her, and insulting her, 
and when | was taken back to my cell, | 
saw the bloody and formless remains of 
a human being in the courtyard. | didn't 
see the face, but | could see the cadav- 
er's blond hair, which looked like Lili- 
ana's. | also saw a young naked man 
chained to a post. He was young, tall, 
and, of course, very thin. 

“Once, when the ‘lieutenant’ was tor- 
turing me with the shock baton on my 
genitals, | screamed ‘murderer’ and ‘son 
of a bitch’ at him. The ‘lieutenant’s’ re- 
action was to shock me simultaneously 
on the genitals, head, and eyes. | fainted, 
and when | came to, | found myself tied 
up naked to one of the posts in the center 
of the courtyard. | stayed there for about 
a week, night and day, in the cold and in 
the rain. 

"A few days later | was roughly taken 
out of the cell and lifted off my feet and 
taken to the torture chamber, where the 
‘lieutenant’ began to hit me in the face 
and insult me. | fainted when he gave me 
hard punches in the face and the liver. 
When | came to | was tied down, and the 
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‘lieutenant’ and one of the torturers were 
applying the shock baton to my whole 
body, while another torturer was operat- 
ing the controls from the table. This tor- 
ture continued intensively for several 
days, both while | was tied down and also 
while | was suspended from the hook. 
They put my head into the sinkful of water 
until | almost drowned. They did not in- 
terrogate me during this. 

“After this long torture session they tied 
me to the post for a long time, | think for 
about a month. One day | was taken by 
two guards to the torture chamber where 
the ‘lieutenant’ announced that | had been 
tried by a military tribunal and been con- 
demned to 25 years in prison. They said 
they were going to transfer me, which 
gave me a lot of hope because | thought 
that the military decided to legalize my 
detention. 

“One morning | was seen by a doctor 
in a white coat who asked about my liver 
and kidneys, since | had a lot of trouble 
and pain urinating. After this medical 
visit—! don't know if it was the next day 
or not—a jailer appreared who said only 
‘transfer’ and made me get up. | lost con- 
sciousness, and when | came to | was on 
a stretcher in an ambulance. The vehicle 
started up when it was dark and we trav- 
eled for more than an hour. When it 
stopped | heard dogs barking and no- 
ticed the typical smells of the country. | 
heard voices in the distance, and then 
the ambulance doors opened and | heard, 
‘Can she walk?’ ‘No she can't,’ answered 
somebody. ‘Oh! said the first voice, and 
they took me out on the stretcher and 
carried me to some kind of building. 

“| estimate that | was there for about 
20 days. One day, when | was somewhat 
recovered, a jailer took me to a glassed- 
in office. There were two men in the uni- 
forms of the Penitentiary Service and 
three others in civilian clothes. One of 
these told me, ‘Listen, because today’s 
the 24th of December of 1982, you are 
notified that the sentence handed down 
by the military tribunal has been com- 
muted.’ Then another of the civilian- 
clothed men told me in a threatening tone: 
‘| advise you to leave the country as soon 
as you can, because we're not going 
around breaking our asses only to find 
that some shitty decree has released all 
of you. We are going to rid the country of 
all of you. We are going to kill you all.’ 

“After the threats, the one who had read 
the release notice said, ‘You will be ac- 
companied to the door.’ Someone from 
the Penitentiary Service took me off to 
the right of the building. After a few min- 
utes we reached a gate with a sentry box 
that had an armed guard. They opened 
the door and | found myself alone out- 
side. The sun was setting. | was kind of 
dazed but | pulled myself together and 
noticed that there was a paved road. | 
didn't have any money or identity docu- 
ments, nor did | know where | was. Aman 
who was driving by stopped and asked 
me if | was sure | felt all right and if | had 
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just been released. 

“| was very frightened, but I said yes, 
they had just released me. The man of- 
fered to get me out of there and said that 
he had a relative imprisoned by the mil- 
itary. He took me in his car to a place 
nearby, where | was helped by some 
priests to get money. | was able after a 
few days to travel to my city to locate my 
relatives. | finally left the country for Mex- 
ico, where | arrived on May 6, 1983." 


“THE GOVERNMENT PAYS ME TO BE 
A SON-OF-A-BITCH TORTURER” 
Alicia C.'s rosy cheeks stand out in the 
smooth whiteness of her pretty face and 
give her a certain childish and trustwor- 
thy air. Her eyes are dark and her chest- 
nut hair falls to her shoulders, but the rest 
of her features strikingly resemble the in- 
nocent face of the Hollywood star, Sissy 
Spacek. Alicia today doesn't seem to be 
more than the 18 years old she was when 
she was kidnapped. 
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The lieutenant showed 
us a knife and said, “I've 
castrated many 
subversives with this.” Then 
he ordered three 
prisoners to lower their pants 
to prove what he said. 
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“On June 13, 1977, | was waiting on a city 
corner for my father and my husband. My 
parents’ house had been searched by the 
military forces some days before. After 
waiting approximately five minutes, a car 
stopped in front of me, and before | had 
time to react, two men in civilian clothes 
grabbed me and put me inside. 

“Once | was in the car, they threw me 
down on the back seat, blindfolded me, 
and began to ask where my family was. 
| didn't answer and | was very shocked. 

“During the trip they just slapped me 
a few times, but they threatened me say- 
ing that | would talk, because if | didn't, | 
would see what would happen. After a 
short trip we arrived at a clandestine 
prison located in a basement. 

“They made me enter a room. They said 
again that | would talk, that | would tell 
them where my family was, and when | 
said | didn't know, they made me undress 
and began to torture me. 

“They began to throw buckets of cold 
water on me, and as | stumbled and cov- 
ered my face with my hands, they threw 
me on the floor and continued with the 
same torture. This time they stepped on 
my wrists to hold me down. | tossed my 


head back and forth in desperation so as 
not to drown. It was the first time | saw 
uniforms. In my horizontal position | could 
see that the men who were stepping on 
my wrists wore black boots with blue 
trousers tucked into them. 

“Then they took me to what they called 
the ‘quirofano' [operating room], a room 
with a metal table in the middle covered 
with a foam pad. They laid me down there 
and began to torture me with electric 
shocks. It was so horrible, | lost con- 
sciousness several times. | had no idea 
of the time span or the order of the tor- 
tures. 

“They gave me electric shocks on my 
whole body, but especially my breast, 
vagina (the most sensitive and painful 
places), and my face and head. | did not 
scream. Now when | think about it, it 
seems incomprehensible to me, after 
being there for almost four months and 
hearing horrifying screams all day long 
from the people being tortured. | wonder 
why | didn't scream. | think that this made 
them even more vicious. 

“| wanted to die but they said they 
wouldn't permit that, that they were going 
to keep me alive to keep my suffering 
alive. It is very difficult to understand what 
torture is unless one has experienced it. 
| fainted several times and once, when | 
went into convulsions, all the men left and 
a bit later one came in who said he was 
a doctor. He spoke to me very sweetly, 
telling me to calm down, that they all had 
left, that he and | were alone. ‘Calm down, 
Alicia, calm down, relax.’ 

“And then again those torture sessions 
with several men around the table who 
burned my arms and breasts with ciga- 
rettes and who threw kerosene in my 
eyes, mouth, nose, and ears. They took 
me off the table and put me in a chair 
and brought me a blanket and offered 
me hot tea (| was naked and trembling 
with cold). After electric-shock torture the 
only thing one wants is a cup of tea or 
something else to drink. | accepted and 
then they said that after electric shocks 
one can't ingest any liquid because it 
could affect the heart. The same man who 
had directed the torture, and had per- 
sonally participated in it, now spoke to 
me in a paternal way. He said that | should 
talk, and then they would take me to a 
cell and after a few hours they would give 
me tea. | said | didn't know where my 
family was. Again they tortured me. This 
time they hung me from a kind of trestle 
horse, with my ankles and wrists tied be- 
hind me. They swung me back and forth 
until the pole cut me behind the knees, 
elbows, and ankles. 

"| don't remember exactly how much 
time elapsed, but | think that they took 
me to the infirmary the next morning. They 
treated my ear, which had begun to ooze 
pus (according to the doctor, they had 
ruptured my eardrum), and my other 
wounds, and what later developed into 
an abscess on my arm due to the electric 
shocks, and the scrapes from the trestle 
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Some of 

nature’s most 
majestic 

animals are 
being destroyed 
by their 

only enemy—man. 


AFRICAN 
SLAUGHTER- 
HOUSE 


BY KAREN SCHWARZ 


he magnificent African 
Teer the largest 

land mammal! on earth, 
has roamed the continent's 
tropical forests and grassy 
savannahs for five million 
years, bul scientists have 
only recently discovered 
their remarkable intelligence 
Our appreciation of these 
noble creatures, however, 
may have come too late 
to save them from their only 
enemy—man. Their mighty 
ivory tusks hold a fatal 
attraction for humans, and 


the elephants themselves 
seem to know this. Ina 
ritual that researchers have 
yet to explain, elephants 
travel miles to the site of a 


Poachers 
make 15 times 
the average 
monthly wage 
for a pair 

of 20-pound 


shatter them against r 
unks. But if th 
is an attempt to discourac 
those who would profit 
from trading in ivory. it is 
most likely in vain. Under 
present circumstances, the 
sidered 


ingdale's department store 
ogle a display of 
ivory jew- 
At the same time. on 
Fifth Avenue, t 
cente the American im- 
porting trade, interior deco- 


if enough people 
stopped buying ivory 
carvings, they’d 

halt the illegal trade 
and the slaughter. 
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rators stroll through a showroom where 
they can buy six-foot ivory pagodas 

for $15,000, or whole ivory tusks carved 
into Japanese villages for $7,000. As 
these people peruse the ivory items, 
concentrating hard to make the right 
selections, they are examining what 
might be some of the last vestiges of 
the African elephant species. 

The wholesale destruction of the 
African elephant is happening with 
heartbreaking speed. Around the turn 
of the century, when Africa was colo- 
nized by Western Europe, there were 
about ten million elephants on the 
continent. Today the most reliable count 
is 1.3 million. They are being wiped 
out by loss of habitat and poachers— 
two directly related threats that reflect 
Africa’s turbulent history of wars, civil 
unrest, population explosion, and 
teetering economies. 


Loss of habitat occurs when agricul- 
ture and development encroach on wil- 
derness. Wildlife is. then squeezed into 
smaller spaces, and elephants, who con- 
sume 200 to 300 pounds of grass and 
shrubbery a day, can quickly eat them- 
selves into starvation. In the lvory Coast 
the lumber industry is reducing habitat 
by cutting down dense forests where el- 
ephants live. This further endangers el- 
ephants by making them easier targets 
for poachers. 

South Africa and Zimbabwe have had 
to consolidate their entire elephant pop- 
ulations into game reserves. These two 
wildlife management programs are 
among the finest in the world. But in order 
to maintain a manageable number, a 
varying percentage of elephants are de- 
stroyed, or “culled.” Without culling pro- 
grams, older and very young elephants 
would not be able to compete for food. 
In addition, population would decrease 
uncontrollably, as elephants naturally ad- 
just to overcrowding by slowing their rate 
of reproduction. 

Last year, 1,000 tons of tusks, repre- 
senting over 80,000 elephants, left Africa 
for the Far East, Europe, and the United 
States. It is not known exactly what per- 
centage of this ivory was derived from 
poaching, culling operations, or ele- 
phants that died naturally. But according 
to the World Wildlife Fund, the average 
weight of exported tusks has been 
steadily dropping, indicating that more 
young elephants (the potential breeders) 
are now being killed to supply the quan- 
tity required by the trade. 

Africa's flagging economy is acceler- 
ating the elephant’s destruction. Deval- 
ued currency and restrictions on cash 
transference have stimulated an under- 
ground economy in resources that main- 
tain their value in foreign markets. Today 
raw ivory is worth about $30 a pound, 
and manufacturers and investors in Eu- 
rope and the Far East are stockpiling it 
in anticipation of the elephant's disap- 
pearance. 

But the tragedy of the African elephant 
is more than just a tale of dwindling for- 
ests and poachers stalking herds. Those 
who have profited most, and probably 
slaughtered the greatest number of ele- 
phants, are Africa's heads of state and 
militant political factions. Jonas Savimbi, 
leader of the pro-West UNITA forces at- 
tempting to oust the socialist regime in 
Angola, for example, has been trading 
poached tusks for firearms. Idi Amin or- 
dered his army to scour Uganda's na- 
tional parks on foot and in helicopter 
gunships from which entire herds were 
raked. Between 1970 and 1980, the ele- 
phant population in Uganda decreased 
from 30,000 to 2,000. Today about 1,500 
remain. 

Jean-Bédel Bokassa |, emperor of the 
Central. African Republic (C.A.R.) be- 
tween 1966 and 1979, ran an export firm 
responsible for the slaughter of 10,000 
elephants a year. Zaire President Mobutu 
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Sese Seko, one of the richest men in the 
world, has sent his soldiers to systemat- 
ically poison entire herds by pouring bat- 
tery acid and insecticide into their water- 
ing holes. The ivory was then shipped to 
France. 

Zaire and the C.A.R. have enjoyed a 
lucrative friendship with the French gov- 
ernment. Former French president Val- 
ery Giscard d'Estaing maintained close 
personal ties with Mobutu and Bokassa. 
Giscard went hunting in these countries, 
and it has been reported that his family 
owns a hotel and hunting lodge in the 
C.A.R. Giscard’s administration permit- 
ted unlimited ivory imports from these 
countries and never questioned how the 
ivory was obtained. At the same time, the 
C.A.R. and Zaire also benefited from 
continuous French foreign aid. 

Kenya's former president Jomo Ken- 
yatta (1964-78) and his family amassed 
a fortune through the ivory trade. Despite 
a 1974 ban on private ivory shipments, 
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The president of 
Zaire has sent his soldiers to 
systematically poison 
entire elephant herds by 
pouring battery 
acid and insecticide into 
their watering holes. 
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the city of Nairobi (Kenyatta’s daughter 
Margaret was its mayor) quietly became 
a major transshipment point for ivory 
leaving Africa. In 1976, over 400 tons of 
ivory were exported from Nairobi. 

Today, African heads of state publicly 
proclaim their serious commitment to 
conservation. Zaire and the C.A.R. are 
signatories of the Convention on Inter- 
national Trade of Endangered Species of 
Wild Fauna and Flora (CITES), as are 15 
other nations out of the 33 in Africa that 
have elephant populations. CITES is an 
international treaty implemented in 1975, 
whereby its 87 signatories agree to im- 
port and export only those species (liv- 
ing and products) that enter commercial 
trade with government endorsement, and 
are approved for trade by the CITES gov- 
erning body. 

“They give lip service to CITES,” says 
Craig Van Note, head of Monitor, a Wash- 
ington, D.C.—based coalition of conser- 
vation and animal-welfare organizations, 
“but they're liquidating hard assets as fast 
as they can, because their economies are 
collapsing. Government officials, military 
officers, and businessmen are funneling 
huge amounts of ivory out of Africa. 


Planeloads of ivory come out of countries 
despite bans and trade restrictions.” 

Van Note's claims are difficult to prove, 
given the repressive nature of African 
governments. The press there is heavily 
censored, and citizens and conserva- 
tionists living and working in Africa are 
reluctant to discuss these claims. One 
scientist, an expert on the ivory trade, re- 
fuses outright to comment on Van Note’s 
charges: “You're asking me to name 
heads of state; but | live in Africa. We 
have to be careful with what we say.” 

Conservationists both here and in Af- 
rica do agree, however, that corruption 
in the ministries and bureaucracies of Af- 
rican governments is rampant. “Anyone 
with the right connections, either in the 
armed forces or higher administration, 
[has been] able to move ivory easily,” says 
Dr. Chris Hillman, a New York Zoological 
Society biologist who worked in Africa. 

One of the most massive illegal ivory 
operations involved the tiny country. of 
Burundi, which has no elephant popula- 
tion and therefore no trade restrictions. 
Over a ten-year period, Belgium's Sa- 
bena Airlines shipped an estimated 300 
tons of ivory, representing about 25,000 
elephants, out of the country. This ivory 
originated in neighboring nations, which 
have substantial elephant populations 
and officially ban commercial trade in 
ivory. 

The practice of “laundering” ivory by 
moving it from one country to another is 
common. Officially, the C.A.R. will only 
export its own tusks that weigh over. 22 
pounds—thereby saving the young 
breeding population. But according to Dr. 
Esmond Bradley Martin, an elephant and 
rhino specialist for the International Union 
for the Conservation of Nature (IUCN), 
traders in the C.A.R. get around this by 
“taking ivory that weighs under 22 pounds 
to Zaire, and then bringing it back into 
the C.A.R. and exporting it as Zairean 
ivory.” 

The IUCN has reported that when Zaire 
banned ivory exports in 1978, they be- 
gan pouring out of neighboring Congo. 
From 1979 to 1981, Congo's ivory exports 
increased from 39 to 164 tons. But after 
1981, Congo's ivory exports dropped off 
sharply. At the same time, Zairean ivory 
exports skyrocketed—reaching 100 tons 
in 1983—despite the ban. 

Imposing bans, it was hoped, would 
discourage poachers and traders. The 
intent of CITES is to unite countries in their 
attempt to protect the elephant (as well 
as other species worldwide) by system- 
atically documenting the nation of origin 
for all shipments. In theory, an ivory ship- 
ment from a nation that bans ivory ex- 
ports would be refused by customs au- 
thorities in the importing nation. But 
obtaining fraudulent CITES documents 
has become as routine as buying post- 
age stamps. “In Third World countries 
they're living day to day. They could care 
less about saving elephants. Importers 
have told me, ‘You throw ‘em a little money, 
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“|... And how are things with you?” 
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horse. | still have the marks of torture to- 
day. Amnesty International doctors who 
examined me found more than 100 scars 
and other traces of torture. 

“It was only after they took me to the 
infirmary that | said | was pregnant. | didn't 
speak out sooner because the brutality 
of those people was so great that | feared 
that they would use the baby to torture 
me even more than they had. 

“They took me to the ‘quirofano’ again 
that day. They became more vicious be- 
cause | hadn't told them | was pregnant. 
They told me they would ‘open my legs’ 
and take out the baby, that they would 
make me miscarry. 

“‘Why didn't you tell us, you little ass- 
hole?' said one of them. 

“Do you want us to take it out now?’ 

“'No!' 

“‘No what, asshole?’ he screamed, 
kicking me in the stomach. 

“No, sir.’ 

“Ah, that's better.’ 

“Finally | gave them the address of my 
parents, because | knew that by this time 
they would have escaped. 

“A few days later | was taken to a cell. 
Despite the fact that my eyes were con- 
stantly blindfolded, | have a general idea 
of what the place was like. There were 
four ‘quirofanos’ right next to the cells, 
which meant we couldn't help but hear 
the screams of torture all day. The cell 
doors were metal and had a small view- 
ing area, which could only be opened 
from the outside. It was almost totally dark 
all day. 

“Physical torture was not the only pun- 
ishment applied there. Everything was 
arranged so as to make life as difficult as 
possible. They operated with the idea of 
converting human beings into animals, 
constantly humiliated with actions and 
words. All day in a cell in the dark, not 
being able to see, talk, walk, or experi- 
ence a thousand different feelings. At 
times we were even delirious because of 
malnutrition. 

‘All signs of feeling were also forbid- 
den. Once when a girl was crying in her 
cell, a guard took her to the ‘quirofano.’ 
First we heard her pleading and then 
screaming. When the guard brought the 
girl back to her cell, he said: 

“You are not going to cry anymore, 
right?" 

“No sir, I'm sorry.’ 

“When they kidnapped this girl they 
asked her what torture she preferred: 
electric shocks or rape. She chose 
shocks, but later they raped her anyway. 
The next day a guard asked her: 

“What happened to you last night?’ 

‘They raped me, sir.’ 

“He punched her in the face. 

“*You asshole, no one did anything to 
you here. Do you understand?’ 

“ "Yes; sir.’ The guard then held her head 
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down and made her kiss the penis of an- 
other policeman. 

“Once a guard began to yell that we 
were all idiots, and if he wanted, he could 
kill us all. He also said, ‘You think I'm a 
son of a bitch. Sure, I'm a son of a bitch. 
The government pays me to be a son-of- 
a-bitch torturer!’ 

“Many of us had the awful combination 
of chronic diarrhea and constipation be- 
cause of the poor food. Once, after call- 
ing for a long time and not receiving any 
answer, | relieved myself in the cell. This 
was severely punished. They made me 
do knee bends till | couldn't feel my legs 
anymore. 

“My only moment of joy was when | felt 
the baby move inside me for the first time. 
| had been terrified that she was dead. | 
spoke to her and made up poems to her 
in my mind and constantly caressed my 
belly. After | was released it was difficult 
for me to remove my hands from my belly. 
She had fought death; it was a kind of 
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“You think I’m a son of 
a bitch!” the guard shouted. 
“Sure | am! The 
government pays me to be ason- 
of-a-bitch torturer!” 
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answer, and | had resisted for her and 
with her. 

“| said earlier that they humiliated the 
human being and tried to convert us into 
animals. | will never forget the time when 
| heard a dog barking in the corridor and 
someone ordering him back and forth and 
to wave his tail. | thought it really was a 
dog. But no, it was a human being, a 
young man who had to pretend to be a 
dog because he had committed the. crime 
of being Jewish. 

“The treatment of Jews was incredible. 
Once there were four boys who had no 
political involvement whatsoever. They 
merely belonged to a Jewish social-cul- 
tural organization. The police would go 
in and ask them if Jews were persecuted. 


If they answered no, they were beaten . 


and told, ‘Yes, all Jews will have to be 
killed.’ If they answered yes, they were 
beaten and told, ‘Then you are saying 
that human rights are violated.’ At times 
when they took us out to be beaten, they 
selected some of us to be victims just for 
being Jews. 

“| was released, seven months preg- 
nant. Before they let me out, a military 
officer whom they called the ‘colonel’ 


spoke to me. He was apparently the 
highest authority in the camp. His subtle 
way of speaking did not hide the threats. 

“'Next time you won't save yourself, 
and your child will be outside instead of 
inside.’ 

“On the morning of the day they re- 
leased me, they took pictures and put me 
alone in a cell. That night, they put me in 
a car with the ‘colonel’ and three or four 
others. One of them held my head down 
in his lap. After a short trip they left me a 
block from my parents’ house. 

“When | decided to leave the country, 
| requested refuge with the U.N. High 
Commissioner for Refugees, and trav- 
eled to Sweden as an urgent case. | ar- 
rived there in November. On December 
8 my mother was taken away with a group 
of mothers of ‘disappeared’ people and 
two French nuns. They had been gath- 
ering signatures in front of a church for a 
newspaper ad protesting the kidnap- 
pings. A group of men who identified 
themselves as federal police detained the 
mothers, saying it was a ‘drug control op- 
eration.’ 

“Sometimes | lose hope in ever seeing 
her again, but other times it's only hope 
that helps me to endure the sorrow. Still, 
other times | imagine her in the same sit- 
uations as | was during my detention. | 
often wonder if she could survive that kind 
of life at 61, and as sick as she is.” 


“WHERE ARE THE OTHERS?” 

Susana M. and Alicia C. were eventually 
released. The majority of women torture 
victims are not. 

Dr. F Allodi, an associate professor of 
psychiatry at the University of Toronto, 
wrote in the Danish Medica! Bulletin that 
“the fate of these other victims has never 
been determined and the authorities re- 
fuse to say if they are dead or alive. These 
are known today as the ‘detained-dis- 
appeared.’ ” 

The situation is so alarming that it can 
be called an epidemic. The phenomenon 
of Latin American torture of women, 
whose scale is without precedent in the 
Western world, has drawn the attention 
of human rights organizations—some of 
which have found that there is a conti- 
nental conspiracy to encourage torture. 
Reciprocal military advising, coordi- 
nated repression, and the interchange of 
coercive techniques among the govern- 
ments that practice torture have been 
concretely proved. The object of this 
conspiracy is the subjection of the gov- 
erned through terror. 


Editor's note: Amnesty International has 
recently created a division called Wom- 
en's Urgent Action Network to combat the 
abuses discussed in this article. For more 
information, contact: Amnesty Interna- 
tional, 304 West 58th Street, New York, 
N.Y. 10019. Outrageous Fortune, a book 
by the author of this article, Omar Riva- 
bella, will be published this fall by Ran- 
dom House. 0+ 


/ like beautiful men and women. . . and making love in public places where | might get caught.® 
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Fasha's twin brother 
LOV N q always called her"Swizzle Stick,” 
E reports our stirring April Pet 
of the Month, a sylphlike sliver 
DA N q FRO LISLY of 34-22-34-inch perfection. 
“All | know is, a little bit goes a 
long way if you happen 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY EARL MILLER to know how to use it right.” 
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Her self-confidence comes from 
being the pampered product of 
a happy, close-knit Italian family, 
which dished out love as lavishly 
as they would linguini. 


“I'm very happy with what | 
have,” she admits, “so there's 
really nothing about myself 

that I'd like to change. | just want 
to improve on it.” 


After two years of modeling in 
Germany, Fasha recently rented 
a beach house near San Bernar- 
dino, where she lives alone, 
commuting into town for a course 
in theatrical makeup. 


“I've always sketched and 
painted, but now human bodies 
are my favorite canvas. And 

| like to try outlandish touches 
on my own hair and nails 

and face." 


This self-conf j 
man dmits 
she likes her 
lovemaking equally 
uninhibited, “I like 
beautiful men and 
beautiful women 
and making lov 
in public p 
where | might ¢ 
caught 


. like backstage 
with her boyfriend, a 
drummer for a 
heavy-metal band 
Or in a convertible 
racing down the 
freeway. Loving 
dangerously, in 
other words 
“People who play it 
safe in any way 
turn me off!” Not 
surprisingly, Fasha's 
favorite writer is 
the humorist Fran 
Lebowitz, known for 
her hilarious shock 
appeal. “Basically, | 
think people like 
to be surprised and 
outraged. If | were 
ever called a public 
nuisance, I'd 
consider it a compli- 
ment!” 
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ADVISE & DISSENT 


OPINION 


BY BENJAMIN STEIN 


The author is a writer and producer 

in Los Angeles whose essays appear frequently 
in the Washington Post and the 

los Angeles Herald-Examiner. He has published 
ten books, including, most recently, 

Financial Passages (Doubleday). 


OF MEN 
AND 
MONEY 


Not long ago. | was walking down a street in Palm Springs 
with a man in his middle sixties. We passed a newsstand 
and looked at the magazines. There was a millionaire in- 
vestment banker on the cover of Forbes. There was a mil- 
jionaire baseball player on the cover of Sports illustrated. 
Time had a cover of a millionaire scientist-entrepreneur. For- 
tune had a cover of a billionaire takeover mogul. Newsweek 
had an entire family of billionaires on its cover. 

The man with me shook his head sadly and said, “] wish 
there were a magazine for failures like me.” He said it with a 
laugh. but the laugh said he was Serious. The man in ques- 
tion is one of the most distinguished social scientists in the 
world. a man who has given his life to understand what would 
make the American economy produce more happiness and 
prosperity for our people. 

More recently. | spent a rainy evening on the telephone 
with a retired Army colonel from Arkansas. We talked about 
how expensive houses were, how one investor-raider had 
just made a $100 million profit for selling out of a company. 
(The newspapers were calling the profit “greenmail.” In an- 
other era. it might have been called “extortion,” or worse.) 

“It really makes you wonder what's the value in. working 
hard.” | said. 


“It's more than that.” the colonel said. “It really makes you 


feel as if you've wasted your life.” 
The man on the line trom Arkansas had landed in France 


in 1944 as a 22-year-old second lieutenant. In a mad dash 


through southern Germany to cul off the life of the Third 
Reich. he had won the Silver Star. He did that by running 
through a quarter-mile of German infantry fire to radio in 
artillery to clear out the German positions. On the way to V- 
E Day. his unit had liberated Dachau. When he was in his 
forties. he had been sent back to Vietnam and had led sol- 
diers in their teens in desperate firefights against Vietcong 
ambushers. For this. he won another Silver Star. 

Our comments over the phone were simply poignant state- 
ments of an American tragedy: Somehow we have arrived 
at a social state in which the only value that serves to make 
aman manly is how much money he has. All other accom- 
plishments. achievements, and virtues have been drowned 
out by the endiess shriek; “How much?” 

The heroes of our age are not explorers of new continents 
or outer space. Who even knows the names of the astronauts 
any longer? Our heroes are men like Donald Trump, who built 
a tower where apartments go for $1,000 a square foot. No 
one knows the name of the man who invented the semicon- 
ductor—Robert Noyce—but everyone knows Steve Jobs, 
who founded a company in his garage and walked off with 
$100 million in stock. We have no Audie Murphy, no Lind- 
bergh. We have men who put together conglomerates, sell 
out their interests at 50 times the earnings. and then watch 
the stock fall into oblivion from their homes in the Bahamas. 


Our artists are not men who make beautiful images on 
canvas. How many people can name even one living Amer- 
ican artist? Our “artist” heroes are men who put the ten- 
thousandth version of a boy and his dog up on the screen, 
call the dog “E.T.,” and walk off with the biggest motion pic- 
ture grosses of all time. 

In modern life, we have no war heroes. no political heroes. 
no adventurers—except on Wall Street. All of the admiration 
and envy of modern life is directed solely toward the makers 
of truly big bucks. and these men. in 1985. are the supreme 
examples of our gender. No one knows or cares about men 
who died to save their friends in Khe Sanh. No one wants to 
know’about the fireman who saved a child's life and lost his 
own in a burning apartment house. We want to know how 
Irwin Jacobs is going to make out with Disney. how the Bass 
brothers will astonish us next. . 

We're trained to worship these men from early on. | see it 
in the eyes of college students when | talk about modern life. 
| tell them about the days of the sixties, about love-ins and 
free-breakfast programs and fighting for something as basic 
as racial integration. They look blank. bored, disgusted. (“How 
could you make money off a free-breakfast program? Was 
there a tax angle?” one asked.) 

! talk to them about Wall Street. about leveraged buy-outs. 
about tax shelters in horse syndication, about getting rich 
quick, and their eyes open wide with glee and excitement. 
“You mean you actually know Kirk Kerkorian?" “You actually 
had a chance to work at Goldman, Sachs and didn't do it?” 
Then they. look at me as if | were crazy until | get back to 
other eye-opening tales of the fast buck. 

The campuses have changed. In the classroom where | 
taught the course Film and Revolution ten years ago. at the 
University of California at Santa Cruz, the students now crowd 
in to study Principles of Accounting. The law schools cannot 
schedule enough appointments with the Wall Street law firms 
so that their graduates may become the shield-bearers of 
the plutocracy. The business schools cannot stock enough 
catalogues. 

No one can blame them. The worship of men of money is 
in the air. Ten years ago, there were no shows on television 
about super-rich people. Today it seems like half the shows 
on prime time are about millionaires. Ten years ago, the Peace 
Corps could not find enough slots for its applicants. Today 
Morgan Stanley & Co, can get new employees who will 
cheerfully work for nothing for a few years. (Thank God, they 
do not have to.) 

In the air today is the notion—no, the conviction—that if 
you do not have money. a /ot of money. you are simply not 
quite a man. In Los Angeles, there is a joke: “How do you 
tell a queer in Beverly Hills?" Answer: “He’s the one who 
cares more about women than about syndicating office 
buildings.” But it's not really a joke. In today's America, there 


is something decidedly offbeat about a man who does not 
have big money, or who is not actively striving to get it. 

To be sure, Americans have always venerated wealth—as 
has every society. In America's gilded age, the Rockefellers 
and Mellons and Du Ponts lived like a true aristocracy. But 
when these robber barons were building their wealth, they 
were not only envied, they were also reviled and hated. Huge 
political movements grew up to challenge the supremacy of 
these men. In the Great Depression, the poor envied the 
debutantes and the playboys who breezed through it all, but 
there was also national revulsion against lavish dinner parties 
held while tens of millions of grown men were without jobs. 

In today’s America the worship of men of wealth is every- 
where. on every magazine cover, on every night's TV, in 
every conversation at every restaurant. But there is no 
counter-movement. Wealth has its fans, which it has always 
had. Today. however, there are only fans. For whatever rea- 
son. there is no worthwhile challenge when people say, “If 
he's so smart, why ain't he rich?” 

The swagger of the rich reverberates through the adver- 
tising pages of magazines, where the accoutrements of wealth 
are inevitably mingled with the accoutrements of masculinity. 
On TV. in movies, in the dazzling alternate reality of mass 
Culture, money talks, money can get it up, money is where 
it's at. Anything else is a decidedly suspect imitation. 

| have a sinking feeling about the implications of how this 
society measures what's important and what's not. From 
reading history | know that societies that value only the mak- 
ing of money rarely have the kind of glue that holds them 
together in stormy weather. lf the best and the brightest are 
drawn off to making ever more highly leveraged tax shelters 
for the wealthy. the society cannot really expect to be any- 
thing but a perpetual war of beggar-thy-neighbor, without 
any mutual purpose. If the after-tax dollar is the final test of 
what is good, then law and justice and working for everyone's 
benefit must all go by the boards as impediments to reaching 
the bottom line. 

On a personal level, | have the sadder notion that tens of 
millions of men in this country live out their lives feeling mis- 
erable and somehow less than manly because they are not 
rich. Today's America tells men that if they are good fathers, 
that means nothing. Today's standards say that if you quietly 
serve your community in the civil service, you are not much 
of a man. Today's ethics say that if you create beautiful im- 
ages, you are a failure. If you were wounded in a war halfway 
around the world to protect-your nation, you are nothing. 

The worship of money and the equation of money with 
manliness are not only blows against society. They are at- 
tacks upon everything fine and lasting in being a man. It's 
time that we fully realize thal our real failures today are, un- 
fortunately, the people—and the nation—who equate man- 
liness with the almighty dollar. O+—q 
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THE VIETNAM VETERANS ADVISER 


Ten years ago, on the morning of April 29, 1975, the first wave 
of United States helicopters began landing at the American 
embassy in Saigon and at Tan Son Nhut airport, signaling 
the final exodus of Americans from Vietnam. There are some 
whose only memories about the Vietnam War are recollec- 
tions from flashing TV news scenes: Americans and Viet- 
namese scrambling to board a hovering helicopter from the 
roof of the American embassy as the Communists poured 
into Saigon. A final scene in America’s “longest war.” And 
although much has occurred in the past ten years, the Viet- 
nam War, like an uninvited guest, keeps turning up to remind 
us that while it is over, it is far from forgotten. 

A case in point is the success of what is sometimes 
referred to as the task of separating the warrior from the war. 
It has produced mixed bless- 
ings. On one hand, the ste- 
reotypical version of the Viet- 
nam veteran as a drug-crazed 
baby-killer has faded and gone 
the way of a failed “real-life” 
TV drama. As advantageous 
as this may be, that stereotype 
has, to a lesser degree, been 
replaced by one that casts the 
Vietnam veteran as some kind 
of a victim in a political Pas- 
sion play. Whether this new 
image of the Vietnam veteran 
has evolved spontaneously or 
naturally is open to serious 
question. 

In recent years President 
Reagan has contributed to the 
changing image of the Vietnam veteran by saying that never 
again would American boys be sent to war and not be “per- 
mitted to win.” This kind of rhetoric is more damaging to 
Vietnam veterans than most people realize. It adds yet an- 
other unwarranted myth to the Vietnam War, thereby making 
it more difficult to deal with the real problems Vietnam vet- 
erans continue to face. 

This latter-day version of the Germans’ post-World War | 
“stab in the back” paranoia only adds to Vietnam veterans’ 
woes by creating the fiction that their problems are due to 
the lack of a victory rather than their experiences during and 
after their years in Vietnam. And similarly, anyone who as- 
serts that the military was “not permitted to win" in Vietnam 
is of no help to Vietnam veterans who don't understand why 
we lost. 

This line of reasoning is not as philosophical as it may 
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Today, there is apprehension 
that Vietnam veterans may be exploited 
by those who need their 
support to justify another war to 
offset the “loss” in Vietnam. 
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appear. Veterans of wars, both winners and losers, are much 
less inclined than their noncombatant, belligerent, bellicose- 
sounding countrymen to rush back to the barricades to right 
dubiously proclaimed political wrongs. Theirs is the caution 
born out of the experience that combat can be fatal and 
frequently fails to resolve the problem that initiated the action. 
More directly, the reality of war is much too serious a decision 
to be left to those with little knowledge or regard for its con- 
sequences. 

Veterans of America’s wars have long attempted to curb 
the jingoistic urges of politicians. For example, the returned 
doughboys of World War | were in the forefront of the pre— 
World War || America First isolationist movement. Although 
no one can dispute the many justifications for U.S. involve- 
ment in the Second World War, 
the fact that these isolationist 
veterans also advocated mili- 
tary preparedness and a 
strong national defense as a 
means to keep the U.S. out of 
international quarrels is often 
unfairly overlooked. 

Since World War Il, the re- 
sistance of veterans against 
further military adventures has 
not been much of a factor in 
our foreign policy. But the U.S. 
involvement in the Vietnam War 
may have reversed that trend. 
The current slogan “No more 
Vietnams!” is a living demon- 
stration of this revulsion against 
the carnage of war. 

Many Vietnam veterans are worried that they may be ex- 
ploited by those who seek justification for a win to offset the 
disgrace of the loss in Vietnam. For example, if Vietnam vet- 
erans were to publicly support a U.S. military effort to liberate 
Nicaragua from its control by the Communist Sandinista re- 
gime, it would make the task of-selling such an intervention 
to the American public infinitely easier. 

Vietnam veterans have been to the well too many times for 
any group, no matter how well-intentioned they might be, to 
exploit their honorable service and pride. It is well to remem- 
ber that those who “permitted” us to win in Grenada also 
“permitted” 240 Marines to die in Beirut for reasons that still 
elude public knowledge. Peace is properly our national ob- 
jective, but too often war without reason has been the result, 
and Vietnam veterans should never again be exploited in 
that cause.—William R. Corson O+—, 


vl THOUGHT YOU 
HAD THE FILM... 


107 


MAKE LONE. NOT WAR! 


A. many people believe that we 
need an expensive Pentagon budget to guarantee national defense, a re- 
cent modest proposal by several concerned-citizens groups explains how 
cutting military expenditures to bare necessities will actually serve to boost 
morale among members of our armed forces. In other words, if basic training 
actually meant getting down to the real basics, Army enlistment would soar! 


PRODUCED AND PHOTOGRAPHED BY EARL MILLER 


Now that the Army has been totally sexually integrated, there 

is No reason not to profit from this when on military maneuvers 

or during war games. These Top SECRET photographs obtained 

by a Penthouse investigative photographer show the unmis- 

takable results of an intensive and inventive utility of personal 

equipment. Or, as General MacArthur once proclaimed: “Sit- 
uation Normal: All Fucked Up!" O+—q 


She was everything 
he had ever desired in a woman, 
but his mad passion 
led them both to destruction. 


THE PROFESSOR 
AND THE 
PROSTITUTE 


BY JOHN BRADY 


W..... H. J. Douglas, 


Ph.D., was anything—and everything—but 
a ladies’ man. 

At the Tufts University Medical School in 
Boston, Douglas was considered a dedi- 
cated teacher and scientist whose work was 
at the cutting edge of medical advancement. 
“He was compulsive about detail,” recalls 
one Tufts colleague. “The students vote on 
teachers, and he was always the highest 
rated.” At Tufts, Douglas had been con- 
ducting research with money from govern- 
ment grants and private foundations, such 
as the New England Anti-Vivisection Soci- 
ety. He wanted to develop a cell culture to 
replace the Draize technique, whereby new 
cosmetic products are tested for toxicity by 
injecting them into the eyes of live rabbits. If 
successful, Douglas would be responsible 
for revolutionizing an arduous procedure; and 
he would save some 750,000 rabbits that are 
killed annually by the Draize technique. 

But there was an underside to William 
Douglas. During his years in Boston, he had 
grown indifferent to his wife. Their marriage 
had gone stale, and he had long been fas- 
cinated by prostitutes and some of the kink- 
ier sexual possibilities they represented. 
Douglas kept a file of news clips on prostitute 
stories, and liked to pore through magazines 
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eThey had their own secret language— 
including “QH,” which meant anything from quick hugs or 
hands (as in masturbation) to Quaalude highs.® 


and underground publications that ad- 
vertised sex clubs and S&M entertain- 
ments. The professor was especially in- 
terested in very rough sex and in female 
dominance. His collection of porn publi- 
cations included titles such as Anal Pros- 
titute, illustrated Gang War Torture, Gang 
Up on Gail, Fraternity of Cruelty, Little 
Sarah's Slave Training, Forced to Submit, 
and Wanda and the Whip. 

Tufts New England Medical Center 
squats on a tract of land adjacent to the 
“Combat Zone” in downtown Boston. The 
Zone, which is the city’s officially desig- 
nated “adult entertainment district.” is a 
four-square-block collection of adult 
bookstores, movie houses, strip bars, and 
prostitutes, all offering their wares and 
services alongside the Tufts commu- 
nity’s solid citizens engaged in their loft- 
ier pursuits. It was here, in a bar called 
Good Time Charlie's, two blocks from his 
lab, that Professor William Douglas met 
Robin Benedict in March 1982. 
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It was here, too, that Douglas, at the 
age of 40, began acting out a fantasy he 
had nurtured for years. To any onlooker. 
the man came across as a meek, mild- 
mannered, overweight slob, with a 
weak—almost feminine—voice. One of 
his colleagues even called him “asex- 
ual.” 

But William Douglas was a keeper of 
dreams. And for $100 an hour. dreams 
can come true in the Combat Zone. 

They can also become nightmares. 


On the wall behind the kitchen table in 
the home of John and Shirley Benedict 
there are two framed drawings. The sub- 
ject of both Is flowers. The simple pencil 
renderings on plain white paper each de- 
pict a long vertical stem with leaves. 
Everything is black and white except for 
one small red flower bud on each stem. 
Less is more, the artist seems to be say- 
ing. And the artist (the student, really, for 
hese are drawings that only a parent 
would go to the expense of framing) has 
signed each sheet with a small. playful 
swirl of color in the bottom corner: “ROB- 
N.” followed by a tiny smiling bee, so as 
o read “ROBIN B.” 

That is how the parents of Robin Ben- 
edict remember their daughter—a happy, 
beautiful, warm, caring, artistic child. To 
them she is not the person in those lurid 
headlines that have sold thousands of 
tabloid papers at Boston newsstands 
since Robin's disappearance on March 
6, 1983. “I'd like to read a book about 
Robin someday,” reflects John Benedict, 
petting the family dog in the small, clean 
kitchen. “Maybe I'll know then what kind 
of daughter we raised.” 

Robin Nadine Benedict was the oldest 
daughter in a family of three boys and 


two girls, all raised in a tract house on a 
street in Methuen, Massachusetts, a small 
town one hour north of Boston. 

With her large brown eyes and open 
smile, Robin Benedict had the whole- 
some beauty that people associate with 
cheerleaders. At five foot four and 120 
pounds, she had a shapely, athletic body; 
when she changed into evening wear, 
Robin was the kind of woman that men 
at a party couldn't take their eyes off of. 
At 17, she had an abortion; her family 
didn't know. Although she could draw and 
had natural skills as an illustrator, Robin 
was not interested in an artist's life. In- 
stead, after taking a few courses in com- 
mercial art at the Rhode Island School of 
Design, she drifted into the easy-money 
world of prostitution. At 20, she was the 
highest-paid prostitute in Boston's Com- 
bat Zone. 

Although the Combat Zone's seedi- 
ness contrasted strikingly with Robin's in- 
telligence and beauty, she became a fix- 
ture there—working, most days, from 4:00 
in the afternoon till 2:30 in the morning 
out of Good Time Charlie's, which was 
the place for men seeking prostitutes in 
Boston. Everyone in the place is either 
high, drunk, or on the make. Charlie's is 
not the sort of place where you would 
expect to see someone like Robin Ben- 
edict, who neither smoked nor drank but 
who was available for $50 a half hour. 

And Robin was popular. In her purse 
she carried “trick pad” keys, a supply of 
condoms, and a black book with the 
coded names and numbers of 249 clients. 

Why Robin took to prostitution is open 
to speculation. Despite her strong-willed 
nalure, she seems to have been readily 
influenced by the men in her life. As a 
teenager, she met Raymond Costic, a 25- 
year-old black linebacker for the New 
England Patriots who was also a devout 
Jehovah's Witness. Robin, raised as a 
Catholic. was soon taking instruction in 
Costic's faith and going door-to-door on 
weekends to pass out pamphlets and 
spread the word. 

When Costic was cut by the Patriots, 
he left New England and Robin started 
seeing Ray Charles Clayborne, another 
black Patriot football player. Clayborne, 
in turn, introduced Robin to Clarence 
‘J. R." Rogers—and the two fell in love. 

Rogers had no record of drug or pros- 
titution charges, nor did he display the 
flashy clothing, jewelry, or demeanor of 
the pimps that populate the Zone. In fact 
he seemed clean-cut, had a quiet man- 
ner, and was interested in Tae Kwan Do 
karate. He claimed to be an “exotic-car 
locator” for a dealership in Weymouth. 
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But after he and Robin began living to- 
gether, most of the money that came 
home was from Robin's clients. 

Robin probably turned to prostitution 
because it was easy money. She planned 
to work for three or four years, then raise 
a family and enjoy the things that her large 
income would have earned for her and 
her lover. In the meantime Clarence got 
to know the whole Benedict family when 
he went along on her regular visits home. 
Robin's parents felt uncomfortable about 
her dating a black man, but they yielded 
to their daughter's wishes. 

In January 1983, Robin and Clarence 
moved from an apartment to a house that 
Robin bought in the community of Mal- 
den, just north of Boston. She paid 
$25,000 in cash, took a mortgage for the 
remainder, and then set about renovating 
it; she installed new carpeting, a com- 
plete kitchen, a new bathroom, skylights, 
and bought furniture. She delighted in 
decorating and cleaning it. The closets 
were filled with nice things as well—de- 
signer clothing, furs, fine leather boots. 
Her jewelry included necklaces that cost 
$3,000 apiece. 

For Robin and Clarence, the house was 
the beginning of a dream come true. Like 
most dreams, though, this one had a 
price—and a lot of money had been 
poured into meeting that price indirectly 
by Professor William Douglas. 


The card was simplicity itself. It read: 
“NADINE.” William Douglas paid $23 in 
cash for the package of 500, and doubt- 
less felt a little pleased with himself as 
he anticipated Robin's reaction. It was 
Monday, October 4, 1982, and Douglas 
had ordered the cards from a quick-print 
shop in Boston's Back Bay. He liked to 
surprise Robin with gifts, and. this one 
would surely be a delight. 

In his office, Douglas jotted “misc.” on 
the printer's receipt and put it in his desk; 
he could charge it to one of his Tufts re- 
search accounts later. 

For seven months Douglas had been 
pursuing—and paying—"Nadine.” And 
Robin Benedict had been the willing re- 
cipient of both the professor's affections 
and his cash flow. Douglas gave her 
money, gifts, and a respectable cover as 
his “research assistant”; in return, Robin 
gave him affection, self-esteem, and now, 
a precarious future: Douglas's handling 
of university research funds was being 
scrutinized by Tufts officials. 


William Douglas called his wife, Nancy, 
“the android”: She had no desire for sex, 
he told Robin. And so he lavished his at- 
tentions on the 20-year-old beauty, who 
informed her parents that she was work- 
ing full-time for Professor Douglas as a 
graphic artist. He went along with the 
charade and arranged his Tufts sched- 
ule so that he worked late into the night, 
joining Robin after her 4:00 pm—2:30 am 
shift at Good Time Charlie's. 
From the outset, she cost him plenty. 
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Douglas would type “NADINE” on a 
Tufts business-size envelope, which he 
then stuffed with pieces of paper—each 
one “refundable” whenever Robin chose 
to spend some time with him. The gifts 
included: “Nails by Dorothy as often as 
you want them!” "A hair permanent at a 
salon of your choice as often as you wish!” 
"A video recorder and player for your 
television!" “One bike of your choice!” and 
“One complete set of super expensive 
cosmetics of your choice!" Douglas 
quickly went through $16,500 in personal 
and family funds. 

Robin continued to commute to Boston 
from her apartment in the western sub- 
urb of Natick, where she lived with Clar- 
ence until they moved to the new house. 
In the city she maintained two trick 
pads—one on Commonwealth Avenue, 
another on Marlborough Street—where 
she took clients procured at Charlie's. 
Though located at good addresses, each 
apartment was furnished with little more 
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The professor was a 
keeper of dreams. And for 
$100 an hour, dreams 
can come true in the Combat 
Zone. They can 
also become nightmares. 
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than a bed, nightstand, phone, condoms, 
instant coffee, and alarm clock. Douglas 
spent little time in the pads. He usually 
sprang for a motel room and a whole eve- 
ning’s worth of time, with all the niceties. 
Robin toyed with him, teased him, and 
used her youthful beauty to coyly lead 
him on in his delusions. She played her 
flute for him (a favorite tune was “Amaz- 
ing Grace"), and she occasionally put a 
mint in her mouth, transferring it to him 
with a kiss. Douglas was ecstatic every 
time. But as she spent more and more 
time with the professor, she found his 
obesity increasingly offensive and be- 
gan to scold him. 

Douglas got the drift. He quit smoking 
and went on a crash diet. Within six 
months, his weight dropped from 317 to 
230 pounds. Although his clothing no 
longer fit him, he had so little money left 
for personal expenses that he continued 
to wear his “fat” suits and shirts—the re- 
sult being a disheveled, funny-looking 
guy in big glasses with a fleshless neck 
sticking out of oversize collars. He looked 
like a turtle in disarray. All for Robin. 

A hopeless romantic, Douglas tried to 
build a bridge between his laboratory of 


obscure footnotes and scientific equa- 
tions and Robin's world of artistic small 
talk, physical beauty, and God-knows- 
what. When Douglas and one of his col- 
leagues completed a scientific paper 
called “/n Vitro Ocular Irritancy Testing,” 
the professor sent an inscribed copy to 
his young companion, suggesting that 
she had played an important role in the 
research. "Your thoughtfulness, kind- 
ness and friendship were important mo- 
tivating factors in my writing of this manu- 
script,” he wrote. 

In order for Robin to qualify for a 
MasterCard, Douglas lied to bank offi- 
cials, telling them that she was a re- 
search assistant at Tufts. He enrolled her 
in the Tissue Culture Association, charg- 
ing the $50 membership fee to Tufts Uni- 
versity, and Robin received copies of /n 
Vitro, the association's journal, at her Na- 
tick apartment. 

Douglas wanted to know every little 
detail about Robin's life—and he was de- 
termined to find out, one way or another. 
He offered to pay her phone bill. Then he 
would pore over the list of toll calls made 
from Natick to Boston, making notes on 
whom Robin had called, paying partic- 
ular attention to calls longer than four 
minutes. He gave her a phone-answer- 
ing machine, which she installed at home. 
One feature of the machine was a “beep- 
er” that could be used when traveling, 
to check on phone messages by calling 
the home number, beeping a signal to 
the machine, and then listening to pre- 
viously recorded messages on play- 
back. During one evening when Robin 
and Clarence were in their house, they 
left the answering machine on to screen 
calls. After the phone rang, however, the 
caller sounded a beeper—and listened 
to Robin's phone messages. Someone 
with a duplicate beeper was eavesdrop- 
ping on their calls. 

In July, Douglas opened a safe-de- 
posit box at Boston First National Bank 
for himself and Robin N. Benedict. He 
forged her signature on the application 
form and listed her as “wife.” He also 
bought a new Toyota Starlet, the same 
kind of car that Robin drove. The only 
difference was its color—he was unable 
to get the car in silver (to match Robin's) 
and had to settle for blue. He began to 
follow Robin in the car when she was with 
other clients. She noticed him on several 
occasions when she came out of her trick 
pads, and once when she came out of a 
shopping center after running some er- 
rands. She later confronted him about it 
(she had jotted down his license plate), 
but he denied tracking her. 

Then Robin began to sense that she 
was being “viced” by the Boston police. 
She had gone to court once on a prosti- 
tution charge, which was dismissed. 
Douglas had accompanied her as a pro- 
tector (a role he seemed to enjoy), and 
during the proceedings had met a mem- 
ber of the vice squad, Sergeant William 
Dwyer. In fact, Dwyer had given the pro- 


fessor his business card. Robin was, in 
fact, being followed by vice cops who 
seemed to know her schedule inti- 
mately—as though someone were tip- 
ping them off on her whereabouts when 
she took a john to one of her pads. On 
several occasions, she found Dwyer or 
an unmarked vice-squad car parked 
outside afterward. 

Douglas had also met Robin's father at 
the hearing. Initially, John Benedict was 
impressed by the professor, even thank- 
ful for the older man's interest in his 
daughter. But then Douglas began to 
boast of his scientific prowess, telling Mr. 
Benedict that if he wanted to, he could 
kill someone with a poison that would 
leave no trace. John Benedict began to 
feel uneasy about his daughter's alliance 
with such a man. 

Robin took a job as a masseuse at the 
Danish Health Club in Saugus, a com- 
munity north of Boston. Douglas, calling 
himself “Hank,” went there often, asking 
for “Barbie"—the name Robin used—and 
had sex with her under the guise of re- 
ceiving a hand massage. The thought of 
others having Robin under the same cir- 
cumstances soon distressed Douglas, 
though, and he decided to do something 
about it. Using a high-pitched, parrotlike 
voice, he made several phone calls. 

The first was to the Danish Health Club. 
“Hello, is your whore from the Combat 
Zone working tonight? You know—Bar- 
bie? The one who calls herself Barbie?” 
he asked. “Robin Benedict,” he added. 
Then, assertively: “You know, we're going 
to close that fucking place of yours for 
bringing whores from the Combat Zone 
up here to our town of Saugus.” 

Douglas then called the board of health 
in Saugus. Using the same voice, he said 
that the club owner was “bringing whore 
prostitutes from the Combat Zone up here 
to our town of Saugus. This has got to 
stop. The first one he brought up is Robin 
Benedict. At this place she has a cover 
name called Barbie. Her real name is 
Robin Benedict, and she’s a whore from 
the Combat Zone in Boston. We don't 
want this type of person coming up to 
Saugus. Call the Danish Health Club and 
complain. Tell them just what I've told you: 
Robin Benedict, the whore from the Com- 
bat Zone, is coming up here and we will 
not stand for it until she is out of the Dan- 
ish Health Club. If [the owner] doesn't fire 
her, we will picket, we will demonstrate, 
and we will get it so that no man will go 
into that place.” 

In a lowered voice, Douglas then called 
the police. “This is Tom McAllison,” he 
said, “and I'm talking very quietly be- 
cause | don't want to be overheard. Can 
you hear me all right? |'m at the.Danish 
Health Club, Route One, Saugus. One of 
their masseuses propositioned me for sex 
for money. Tried to sell me some dope. 

“| will testify to both of these,” he added, 
“because we concerned citizens of Sau- 
gus are going to rid ourselves of the 
stench of the place. It's a whorehouse. 


Now, send a car down, come in the front 
door, and ask for Barbie.” 

Finally, Douglas called the Danish 
Health Club again. “Is this the Combat 
Zone of Saugus?” he asked. The hang- 
up was abrupt, as was Robin’s employ- 
ment there. She was fired. 

Robin did not know for certain who was 
harassing her. She only knew that Bill 
Douglas had gone through several stages 
of possessiveness, and he was becom- 
ing increasingly difficult to deal with. So 
Robin had to become more guarded in 
what she told him. He disapproved of 
Clarence, and she didn't tell him about 
the house she was buying in Malden. She 
wanted a secret retreat from the world, 
and this would be it. One of her trick pads 
had been burglarized, and someone had 
taken her black book. Since then, several 
of her clients’ spouses had been receiv- 
ing phone calls from someone with a high- 
pitched voice. And now Douglas seemed 
to be stalking her. He had changed his 
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schedule at Tufts so that he could have 
her last, after all the presumably lesser 
clients had been dispensed with. He 
phoned her incessantly. And then there 
were the letters. 

Robin rented a postal box in Boston at 
104 Charles Street, a private mail ser- 
vice, It served as a repository for mail 
that otherwise might be lost as a result of 
suddenly changed trick-pad addresses. 
For Douglas, though, Charles Street was 
a convenient drop-off spot for his hand- 
delivered notes and letters that had be- 
come part of the emotional torrent Robin 
was now trying to deter. She didn’t want 
to lose him as a source of income, but 
his whining and pleading had become 
unbearable. In the beginning she had ac- 
tually respected him. Now she found him 
pesty and pathetic. 

His letters had begun as a series of 
friendship cards and notes, gestures of 
affection that were easy for Robin to han- 
dle. Then their tone became quite differ- 
ent. Douglas wrote from Saskatoon, Can- 
ada, for example, where he had gone on 
one of his numerous academic jaunts. 
“On Sunday, May 2, 1982, my lab group 
at Tufts had a cookout for one of my post- 


doctoral fellows that is working for me and 
iS going to have her second baby soon,” 
he wrote. “| wanted to ask you if you could 
go with me to this party (normal rates, of 
course), but Nancy would not tell me until 
the last minute if she was going or not 
(she did not) and | did not want to ask 
you at the last minute. Next lab party | 
am just going to ask you and not tell her 
about the party. 

“Dear, | am ready to return to Boston 
now! Saskatoon is very nice, however | 
miss my children and you! Brief chats on 
the phone with all of you are super! How- 
ever, | would rather see the four of you in 
person. 

“Take care, fantastic lady.” 

They spent the summer together, at- 
tending shows like Dancin’ in the Street 
and concerts by Air Supply and Olivia 
Newton-John. Douglas continued to send 
a flurry of notes and friendship cards. 
“The times that mean the most . . .” read 
one card, “. . . began with knowing you.” 
Douglas added, “Dearest Robin: Know- 
ing you has made my life brighter and 
happier. You are a remarkable, wonderful 
woman and being with you makes me a 
very fortunate man. Love Always, Bill.” 

They had their own secret language— 
including “QH,” which could mean any-. 
thing from quick hugs or hands (as in 
masturbation) to Quaalude highs—but, 
after Robin received a few / love you's in 
his notes, she prohibited him from using 
that sort of talk. She found it embarrass- 
ing and just a bit more honest than she 
could handle, even for $100 an hour. 
Robin reserved her love for Clarence. 

Douglas, who hated Clarence, said he 
understood. He got around the prohibi- 
tion, however, by signing off some of his 
notes with “I love you,” and then insert- 
ing, with a caret, the word “seeing” be- 
tween “love” and “you.” It was a childish 
word game, but he seemed to enjoy irri- 
tating Robin, then apologizing afterward 
as the pleasures of guilt washed over him. 


Nancy Douglas was suspicious of her 
husband; she had been since August of 
1982. Finally, in October, she confronted 
him with her serious doubts about the er- 
ratic hours he was keeping and his nu- 
merous unexplained credit card charges. 
She wanted to know what was going on. 
Was he seeing someone else? Douglas 
said that he was, and he asked Nancy if 
she wanted a divorce. She said no. She 
would rather try to work things out. 

In addition to Bill and Nancy's relation- 
ship, the Douglas family finances had 
deteriorated as well. The professor's 
passion had cost $16,500 in personal 
funds thus far. For some time he had been, 
paying Robin with money obtained 
through a surprisingly simple means of 
bluffing the Tufts accounting offices: 
Douglas faked trips. 

When he traveled in behalf of one re- 
search project or another, his costs were 
reimbursed from Tufts accounts that were 
funded by private foundations or the U.S. 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 124 
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Many porn scriptwriters feel they 
don't have to be ruled by the same standards 
as mainstream entertainers. 


X-RATED VIDEO 


BY AL GOLDSTEIN 


FAILED RESURRECTION 
Good Girl/Bad Girl (Essex) 
The hard-boiled private-dick 
saga had always attracted 
the makers of smut; some- 
thing about the seamy under- 
side of sex and violence 

was irresistible. The Johnny 
Wadd films, though, drove the 
X-rated dick into the ground. 
Good Girl/Bad Girl attempts 
a resurrection and fails. 

The story details an investi- 
gation by detective Nick 
Costa (Joey Silvera) into the 
murder of the star of an 
Oh! Calcutta!—like Broadway 
show. Paula Meadows brings 
a touch of class to the pro- 
duction as a theater critic, but 
otherwise this is a dreary. 
slow-paced tape. Silvera 
wears a tie the size of a 
tablecloth, just one example 
of the cheesiness that per- 
vades every second of Good 
Girl/Bad Girl. 

Good Girl/Bad Girl 


COUPLES’ FILM 


Turn On With Kelly Nichols 
(Creative Video Services) 


irl 


Good Girl/Bad G 
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hard-boiled private dick 


This is not so much a couples’ 
film as it is a woman's film. 
and it's an especially good 
tape to ease your squeeze 
into sleaze slowly, painlessly. 
Sort of a trainer bra of adult 
entertainment. It is “educa- 
tional.” like those stag films of 
the forties that used educa- 
tion as an excuse to expose a 
few slit cracks. The format 

is that of a video sex manual: 
the tape is subtitled “A Guide 
to Sexual Fulfillment.” As 
such, the level is definitely 
Sex 101—the basics. No 
flying reverse-scissors inser- 
tion here. Just the fucks. 
ma’am. 

Kelly Nichols guides us 
leisurely through the intrica- 
cies of massage. masturba- 
tion. cocksucking, pussy- 
eating. and finally. through 
several basic sexual posi- 
tions. The production values 
are high throughout. and 
Kelly—even if she doesnt get 
down until the final scene— 
is as sexy as ever. Most 
of the shots are so gauze- 
ridden, they're almost invisi- 


Kelly Nichols turns it on. 


ble: Is that two people fucking 
or a traffic jam at the water- 
ing hole? But as a basic, 
step-by-step guide to the old 
in-and-out. this tape fulfills 

a real need in adult enter- 
tainment—smut that even 
modest people can watch 
without blushing. | just hope 
Nichols makes another. more 
advanced tape of this kind, 
and |'ll help her show people 
just how it’s done 

Turn On With 

Kelly Nichols LLL 


PLEASE DON'T... 
Give It to Me (Essex) 
Adult entertainment shot 
directly on videotape is like a 
hideous leprosy that threat- 
ens to consume the video 
revolution in rotting, liquefied 
flesh. Ron Sullivan, a.k.a 
Henri Pachard. is an excellent 
filmmaker who has made 
such X-rated classics as 
Babylon Pink. He is credited 
with directing Give It to Me, 
but this shoi-on-tape catas- 
trophe is so far removed from 
Bapylon that it's like it was 
made by some other person- 
age altogether. 

Shot-on-tape video is 


inundating the market, 
swamping it with cheap, 
shoddy quickies. Sullivan and 
others like him are going to 
kill the golden goose: As 
the increasingly sophisticated 
adult-entertainment con- 
sumer is faced with more and 
more shot-on-tape dreck, 
there will be a turn away from 
porn and a search for quality 
sensual entertainment 

Give It to Me is a bad title— 
it’s like asking someone for 
a case of the clap. The plot 
revolves around the making of 
an X-rated cable TV show 
not unlike my own “Midnight 
Blue.” There are a couple 
of hot segments: Sullivan uses 
Carol Cross, a woman we've 
used on “Midnight Blue,” with 
her lover Jake West, a stud 
so hugely hung that sex 
between the two of them is 
like a threesome. But that 
segment is brief while other, 
less interesting stuff is drawn 
out interminably. The only 
other highlight is the presence 
of Taija Rae, whose acting 
skills are beginning to match 
her awesomely filled-out 
shape. All in all, though, Give 
It to Me is amess 
Give It to MeL 


CLICHE OF THE MONTH 
Scandal in the Mansion (CDI) 
The Cliché of the Month is 
the cliché. Somehow, porn 
scriptwriters feel they don't 
have to be ruled by the same 
standards as mainstream 
entertainers, that they can 
pack their scripts with clichés 
like turds in an outhouse 
and still come out smelling 
like a rose. Buy half a dozen 
videotapes from your local 
adult-entertainment center 
and you'll be subjected to an 
onslaught: “Here's looking 
at you, kid,” “So the traveling 
salesman says to the farmer 


..." and on and on and 
on, until you're gagging for 
relief. 

This particular evil-smelling 
X-rated fart stars John 
Holmes, and shows just how 
low the famed Johnny Wadd 
has gone. If he continues 
to lend his name to rectified 
vomit like this, pretty soon his 
name won't mean a damn 
“The butler did it" is the 
cliché that this made-on-tape 
disaster—an intentional 
melodrama, an unintentional 
fiasco—revolves around. 
Tapes like this make you wish 
video was never invented. 
that electricity was never 
discovered, that magnetism 
was never investigated. 

The worst. 
Scandal in the Mansion “AL 


BASIC ADULT VIDEO 
LIBRARY 

Talk Dirty to Me (Parts | & II) 
(Caballero) 

These two rather recent films 
(the first directed by Sam 
Weston, a.k.a. Anthony Spi- 
nelli, the second by Tim 


A areary Bad Girl. 


McDonald) just squeak by 
into the “classic” category. 
mainly on the strength of the 
performances. Praising the 
acting ability of the players in 
a porn film usually means 
only that they can walk with- 
out hitting any walls and 
groan in ecstasy without hav- 
ing to be overdubbed. but 
TDM actually features what 
some would dare call good 
acting 

Powering both films forward 
is John Leslie's portrayal of 
a memorable cad named 
Jack, the type of guy you 
wouldn't want your daughter 
to marry but you wouldn't 
mind if your son grew up into. 
He's a lizard in wolf's cloth- 
ing: he calls a woman from a 
bar and lip-syncs a sneer 
into the phone: “| want to fuck 
you again.” And it works! 
He gets laid with the regular- 
ity of a shag rug. Leslie 
succeeds in his performance 
because he's so unrelenting. 
Just when you think he's 
sunk the lowest anyone can 
go. he stabs someone else in 
the backside with that awe- 
some prick of his. 

Jesie St. James is his main 


You can do anything. but don't... Give It to Me. 


target in the first film, Bridg- 
ette Monet in the second. but 
the directors offer plentiful 
secondary diversion for 
Leslie's rogue cock. Part / 
also offers something rare in 
adult entertainment: a por- 
trait of male friendship. Leslie 
is paired with Richard 
Pacheco in a relationship 
straight out of Steinbeck. here 
repackaged as “Of Mice 

and Menses.” The sex is siz- 
zling throughout both movies. 
especially between Leslie 
and Monet. Monet has a solo 
masturbation scene that 
would test any industrial- 
strength zipper on the market. 
This is porn like papa used 
to make. There’s a Part /// out 
now: let's hope it’s as good. 
Talk Dirty to Me 

(Parts | & I) LOD 


minimum results 


RATING KEY 


L Not recommended—You'll either get ripped off or 
get the least for your money. 
Fair to reliable-— You'll get what you pay for with 


Good Standards of professionalism are maintained. 
Highly recommended—The best of its kind available. 


QUOTE OF THE MONTH 
illusions of Ecstasy 

(Now Showing Video) 

“| think | want the earthwoman 
to suck my cock for a while.” 
—an “alien,” in Illusions of 
Ecstasy 

The title of this film could 
serve as an epitaph for 
the vast majority of video 
porn. Shot directly on video- 
tape. /ilusions has lousy 
scriptwriting (see quote 
above), marginal talent, and 
a set right out of a discount 
department store. What it 
does have—in maybe 15 
minutes out of an 80-minute 
tape—is hot sex. And you 
can forgive an awful lot 
for that. as long as the acting 
isn't the only thing that's stiff. 

Jamie Gillis and Ginger 
Lynn team up in a magic act 
that transports audience 
volunteers straight into sexual 
fantasies. There's a lot of 
interracial sex, which my 
sources in Times Square say 
is the next big fad in adult 
entertainment. This tape 
features interplanetary sex. 
with a pair of aliens seducing 
Lynn in space. 

If it weren't for those few 
moments when the sex forces 
you to forget how bad the 
production is, this tape would 
be a total loss. Most of those 
moments involve Lynn, a 
typical porn actress from 
California: bad acting, great 
cocksucking. 
illusions of Ecstasy LLO+—_ 
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THE PROFESSOR 
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government. The system of checks and 
balances on use of these funds, to put 
matters politely, was weak. During the 
spring and summer of 1982, William 
Douglas made numerous trips—without 
leaving town. In October, for instance, he 
purchased a United Airlines round-trip 
ticket to Chicago for $559. He photocop- 
ied the ticket and submitted the photo- 
copy to the university comptroller’s office 
as part of a meticulously detailed travel- 
expense form. : 

When Douglas sent two “colleagues” 
to Chicago in October, however, his sys- 
tem was discovered by pure happen- 
stance. Robin received $2,000 on a travel 
advance "to visit lab in Chicago and con- 
duct experiments” from October 5 
through October 22. The plane ticket cost 
$575, and hotel expenses were for 17 
nights at $103.95 each. Savitry Bisram— 
known as “Indian Debbie” in the Combat 
Zone, and Robin's best friend at Good 
Time Charlie's—also received an ad- 
vance to travel to Chicago from October 
13 through October 28 “to participate in 
collaborative research experiments.” In 
addition to plane fare, Indian Debbie's 
hotel for 15 nights cost $92.93 daily. 

Somewhere in the accounting bowels 
of the Tufts financial offices, a clerk han- 
dling the forms wondered: “What kind of 
hotel rates are these—$92.93 and 
$103.95 a night?” The odd-numbered 
figures sounded more like a markdown 
in Filene's department store than a room 
rate at Best Western. One phone call to 
Chicago later, and the Tufts internal-audit 
staff was giving the travel and expense 
files of Professor William H. J. Douglas a 
careful review. And there was much for 
them to review and wonder about. 

The preliminary total of “unallowable 
expenditures,” pending further investi- 
gation into payments to the mysterious 
Robin Benedict, was $45,002.29. The 
university asked Douglas to sign a state- 
ment acknowledging the accuracy of this 
amount; but, after cooperating with the 
internal-audit staff and admitting that 
there were many "problems’ (as he called 
his nontrips and false documentations), 
he turned to a lawyer, paid a $3,500 re- 
tainer for his services, and watched his 
troubles mount in late December. 

By January 1983 the pressure had in- 
creased dramatically. Douglas met with 
university officials; in addition to restitu- 
tion of lost moneys, they wanted his res- 
ignation. If he went along with the plan, 
there might not be criminal charges. But 
as an academic, he was ruined. 

Douglas received a phone call from 
Steven Manos, executive vice president 
of Tufts, who wanted Robin's phone num- 
ber. Aware of the internal-audit report, 
Manos wanted to speak with the recipi- 
ent of all this research money. “The tele- 
phone number of Robin Benedict is an 
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unlisted number, and she gave me spe- 
Cific instructions not to release her phone 
number to anyone,” Douglas explained. 
“| feel a duty to uphold that confidence.” 
He went on to explain that he had been 
trying to arrange a meeting between 
Robin and Richard H. Thorngren, the uni- 
versity internal auditor. “| have tried to 
contact her a number of times and | ar- 
ranged successfully one phone conver- 


‘sation and | scheduled a meeting be- 


tween her and Mr. Thorngren,” Douglas 
said. “Unfortunately, a snowstorm that day 
prevented their meeting. She was away 
over the holidays, and when | reached 
her she agreed to call me Monday eve- 
ning, January 3, or Tuesday, January 4, 
when she returned to town. In that con- 
versation she indicated that she was 
moving and had two additional personal 
problems to deal with, and as soon as 
these problems were looked after... she 
would call me and arrange a meeting with 
Mr. Thorngren. .. . | will continue to do 


e 


In her purse, Robin 
carried “trick pad” keys, 
a supply of condoms, 
and a black book with the 
coded names and 
numbers of 249 clients. 


es) 


everything | can to arrange that meet- 
ing,” he assured Manos. 

Two days later Douglas distributed a 
memo to his staff. “If Robin Benedict calls 
me,” he said, “please make every effort 
to contact me.” Ironically, after talking with 
Robin on the phone hundreds of times, 
William Douglas did not have her number 
in his hour of desperation. She had 
changed it, and would not give it to him. 
In fact, when she called him the night be- 
fore, she told Douglas that she wanted 
nothing to do with him, at least not for a 
while. She was exasperated at his child- 
ish ways, and now she was apprehensive 
about the legal jam that Douglas might 
drag her into at Tufts. If he didn't leave 
her alone, she said, she would go to a 
friend of hers who worked at The Boston 
Globe and tell all she knew about Doug- 
las’s embezzlement of funds at Tufts. 

Robin didn't know anyone at the Globe. 
But she did know that, while she couldn't 
prove it, Douglas had something to do 
with the helter-skelter in her life these past 
few months. She had lost her job at the 
massage parlor, was getting harassed by 
the vice cops regularly (including four 
court appearances for prostitution), and 


was now getting crazy late-night phone 
Calls. 

Douglas said he was innocent of caus- 
ing all her troubles. When Robin called 
him one evening, he said he was getting 
hang-up calls, too: Maybe they were re- 
lated. He apologized and begged for- 
giveness; then he read portions of a long 
letter he said he was going to send her. 
She listened, dispassionately, and re- 
sponded with a threat to leave town. The 
next morning she called and told him not 
to bother sending her the letter. 

The letter was in her mailbox the next 
day. William Douglas seemed to delight 
in not taking no for an answer. “Dearest 
Robin, | hope that it is OK to write you,” 
he began. “If you prefer that | do not write 
you, just call the office and leave the fol- 
lowing message. .. . ‘This is Robin call- 
ing. | want to leave the following mes- 
sage for Dr. Douglas... . The cells are 
not doing well and therefore will not be 
ready for the experiment as planned.’” 

He went on, “As you know, the truly 
wonderful times in my life this last year 
were those times | spent with you. You 
shared so much with me. . . our thoughts, 
our lives, and we had so many special, 
meaningful times together that can only 
happen between friends. | cherish those 
memories and look forward to the time 
when we are together again. Robin, / 
treasure you, and for you to know fully 
what that phrase means to me, you have 
to know what the word treasure means to 
me. When | say the word treasure, | think 
of something that is precious, a one-of- 
a-kind possession, something that is 
priceless and must be protected at all 
costs. For the present time | have lost the 
privilege of seeing you, which is another 
way of saying | have lost a precious 
treasure. 

“You know | am sad that it happened, 
but | have only myself to blame. | will 
change my ways! | will work hard on trying 
to act like an adult when |! interact with 
you and not some love-struck teenager. 
| must learn to think through a situation 
clearly before acting and not be a pest 
oranag....” 

That was Wednesday's letter, in all, five 
pages long, delivered to Robin's box on 
Thursday. Douglas signed it simply, “Your 
supportive friend, Bill.” She consented to 
talk with him on the phone, and on Friday 
there was another letter. “Dearest Rob- 
in,” it began. “It was wonderful to hear 
your voice last night. | am sorry you had 
difficulty reaching me. You would have 
been impressed if you could have seen 
the elaborate ‘call-forwarding’ and 
‘search and locate’ plans | had for my 
people to'locate me yesterday when you 
called.” 

Robin let Douglas dangle while she 
cooled down and busied herself with 
moving into her new Malden home, or- 
dering furniture and carpets. Surely the 
new year would be better. One week later 
there was another letter at her Charles 
Street address, where Douglas had also 


taken a box recently. The situation this 
time was desperate. “Dear, | hope you 
don't mind if | asked the lady to put this 
in your mail box when | stopped in to 
check my messages," Douglas began. 
“| wanted you to receive this note as soon 
as possible." 

When Douglas spoke to her next, he 
told her that he was devastated. They had 
locked him out of his office and lab at 
Tufts. Later he wrote, “Robin, | need your 
help! | am so depressed and sad. Every- 
thing in my life is going wrong lately. | 
truly need a friend that | can talk with and 
share things with... . 

“Dear, | can't believe | am writing and 
begging you this way, but | need to see 
you very much right now. Please don't 
turn yourself away from me now! | need 
you, Dear. Bill.” 

In a sprawling script, Douglas added 
frantically, “Please be there. | need you, 
Love." He asked Robin to call him the 
next morning between 7:00 and 9:00, or 
between 5:30 and 7:30 in the evening. 

No one can say where Robin's sense 
of commerce stopped and her compas- 
sion began, but in late January she al- 
lowed William Douglas into her life once 
again. He was in bad shape emotionally, 
but he had remortgaged his home and 
borrowed heavily—even successfully 
visiting two separate Household Finance 
offices on the same day. Perhaps he could 
even pay a few of the bills Robin was 
incurring at her home in Malden. She 
agreed to make a trip with Douglas to his 
alma mater in Plattsburgh, New York, 
where the professor had applied for a job. 
He promised her a bonus, in addition to 
her usual $1,000-a-day rate. 

When they returned from Plattsburgh 
on Friday, February 18, however, their re- 
lationship once again became antago- 
nistic. According to one source, Douglas 
did not pay Robin what he promised. On 
the evening of Tuesday, February 22, they 
met again at The Ship, a restaurant along 
Route One near Saugus. Robin parked 
her car in the lot and got into Douglas's 
Toyota, and they drove around and talked. 
Suddenly, Douglas got sharp chest pains. 
A year earlier he had a cardiac scare, 
and this time he thought it was a heart 
attack. Robin rushed him to a nearby 
hospital. In the emergency room, doctors 
gave Douglas an EKG and determined 
that he was not having a heart attack. 
Possibly gas pains. Still, he should not 
drive home. Douglas phoned home and 
asked his wife to come pick him up. 

Nancy Douglas got out of bed and 
asked her neighbor, Mrs. Greeley, to ac- 
company her to the hospital. At the emer- 


gency room the women were met by - 


Robin Benedict, who introduced herself 
as “Chris, a friend of Bill's’ and quickly 
disappeared. Mrs. Douglas turned her 
attention to her husband. Robin went to 
the hospital parking lot, and drove off in 
Douglas's car. 

When the Douglases and Mrs. Greeley 
were ready to leave, they could not find 


the professor's car. They got into the 
Greeley car and drove along Route One 
looking for the Toyota. Then Douglas got 
an idea. “Why don't we try that parking 
lot over by The Ship?” he said—and, of 
course, the car was “found” there, with 
the keys in the ignition. Nancy Douglas 
got behind the wheel and drove her hus- 
band home. “That’s.the girl, isn’t it?” she 
said. 

The next morning Robin and Douglas 
spoke on the phone. She told him that 
she had just come from the bank, where 
she had gone into the safe-deposit box 
that Douglas opened for them six months 
earlier, and that she was on her way to 
his house. This set Douglas in a frenzy. 
He called the Sharon police station and 
said that Robin had taken important pa- 
pers from a briefcase in his car the pre- 
vious day, and that she was coming to 
his home to extort payment for them. 

A police officer called on Douglas to 
investigate his complaint. While he was 


« 


Robin called the 
professor's wife at home. “Bill 
wants to see me,” 
she said, “but | no longer 
want to see him. 
Please keep him away.” 


° 


there, Robin arrived—only to be inter- 
cepted by Douglas on the front lawn of 
his home. They got into a heated shout- 
ing match, and the officer took both of 
them to the police station, where he dis- 
missed the episode as a lovers’ quarrel. 
It went considerably deeper than that. 
One week later, on Wednesday, March 
2, Robin phoned Nancy Douglas at home, 
after unsuccessfully trying to locate her 
at the nursing home where she worked. 
“Bill wants to see me,” Robin said, “but | 
no longer want to see him. Please keep 
him away.” When Nancy Douglas told her 
husband about the call, he was enraged. 
“Why did you do that!?” he asked Robin. 
She said that her boyfriend, Clarence, told 
her to make the call; but, in any case, she 
didn't want to see him again. “Let's talk 
over our differences.” said Douglas. 
Robin said okay, they could talk—but 
the fee would be $200. Douglas agreed. 
On Friday, March 4, they met and ar- 
gued over money. Then Robin spent part 
of the day cleaning a new trick pad she 
was moving into on Beacon Street. She 
took a client there that night, and after- 
ward went home to Malden. On Saturday 
she stayed at the house with Clarence. 


She left at 3:00 pm. to shop for a birthday 
gift. Taj, son of her good friend Debbie, 
would be four years old on Sunday, and 
Robin loved the child dearly. She dropped 
by Good Time Charlie's at 7:45 that night 
and told Debbie that she would pick her 
and Taj up the next day for a birthday 
celebration. An hour later she was at the 
apartment of a wealthy Boston realtor. 

The realtor was seeing Robin for the 
first time, and he was impressed. “Na- 
dine” had been sent his way by his build- 
ing doorman, and the realtor was taken 
not only by her beauty but by her intelli- 
gence. (“I wouldn't hesitate to take her 
anywhere,” he would later observe, “even 
to the Harvard Club.") He asked if she 
could stay the night, but she said she had 
to be somewhere else at 10:30. She asked 
if she could use his phone to call the guy. 
“| have to sneak in between the wife and 
kids,” she said. : 

At 9:40 Robin left the apartment and 
drove to the Douglas home in Sharon. 

Earlier that day, Nancy Douglas left 
home to go shopping at the Manchester 
Mall in New Hampshire. She returned at 
six and found a note from her husband 
on the kitchen table. He had gone for a 
walk, and Robin Benedict would be 
dropping some materials off at the house 
around 7:30. She didn’t want to be around 
when Robin arrived, so Mrs. Douglas and 
her oldest son, Billy, 16, went to McDon- 
ald's, and then to another mall. Johnny 
Douglas, 13, was staying with friends for 
the night; daughter Pam, 15, was baby- 
sitting for neighbors. 

When Nancy Douglas returned to the 
house at 11:30 that night, Robin Bene- 
dict's silver Toyota was in the driveway. 
Mrs. Douglas and Billy picked up Pam, 
who had just finished baby-sitting, and 
they promptly drove off again, returning 
home at midnight. Robin's car was gone, 
Nancy Douglas later told authorities, and 
her husband was asleep in the bedroom. 

Robin Benedict did not return to her 
home in Malden that night, nor did she 
attend the birthday party for Taj on Sun- 
day. Clarence Rogers knew immediately 
that something had gone terribly wrong. 
He phoned Jack DaRosa at the Central 
Secret Service Bureau, a private-detec- 
tive agency in the Combat Zone. Clar- 
ence wanted DaRosa to look into Robin's 
disappearance, with particular attention 
to the actions and whereabouts of Wil- 
liam Douglas. 

By Tuesday, March 8, DaRosa had lo- 
cated William Douglas at a hotel in Wash- 
ington, D.C., where he had gone on a 
business trip. Robin was still missing. At 
2:15 that afternoon, Clarence Rogers en- 
tered the Malden police station and filed 
a missing-person report. 

Suddenly, after a year of living dan- 
gerously in the shadowy sexual under- 
world of Boston, the lives of Robin Na- 
dine Benedict and Professor William H. J. 
Douglas, Ph.D., weren't secret anymore. 


On Sunday morning, March 5, Paul Lan- 
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dry, a dark-haired, 32-year-old Massa- 
chusetts state trooper, was on duty at the 
Foxboro barracks near Sharon when the 
call came in. Two trash pickers, search- 
ing for returnable cans and bottles at a 
rest stop along Interstate 95, had found 
some bloody clothing and a hammer. 
Landry drove over to take a look. 

Someone had deposited a brown 
plastic trash bag in a barrel at the rest 
stop. In the bag were a woman's tan cor- 
duroy jacket, a man’s large blue shirt, and 
a two-and-one-half-pound sledgeham- 
mer. The clothing was spattered with 
blood. Stuck to the head of the hammer 
was a single strand of dark brown hair. 
Blood had trickled down the handle of 
the hammer and was still tacky. However 
this hammer had been used, thought 
Landry, it must have happened last night. 

Landry sent a teletype to other police 
stations and kept an eye on the incoming 
wire for any information on an assault, 
murder, or missing person that might 
connect with the evidence now on its way 
to the crime lab for analysis. Later that 
week, Landry learned that one of the lo- 
cal TV stations did a report on a missing 
girl. “She looked like a knockout,” one 
cop said. “How can you misplace some- 
thing like that?” 

Landry called the TV station and 
learned that the girl had been reported 
missing in Malden, and that her father 
had come by the station with pictures and 
a request for publicity. Landry phoned 
the Malden police and talked with Ser- 
geant Charles Borstel. Malden is about 
a hundred miles from the rest stop where 
Landry found the bloody items; Landry 
couldn't see the connection. “Her name 
is Robin Benedict, and she's been re- 
ported missing by her pimp," said Bor- 
stel. “She was supposedly going to the 
house of a Professor William Douglas in 
Sharon.” 

Sharon is five miles from the rest area 
where the evidence was discovered. Now 
the trooper got rea/ interested in the dis- 
appearance of Robin Benedict. For 
Douglas it was the beginning of the end. 

Landry showed the tan corduroy jacket 
to Robin Benedict's boyfriend and to her 
father. With great emotion, they both 
identified it as Robin's. Landry called Wil- 
liam Douglas and asked him to come to 
the state police barracks for questioning. 
He grilled the prafessor relentlessly for 
four hours, coming within a whisper of 
getting him to confess, but failing to push 
him over the brink. He talked with Doug- 
las's wife, who seemed to know more than 
she was telling. 

Shortly after midnight on Sunday, 
March 20, Landry and seven other law- 
men—including a photographer and 
chem-lab and fingerprint technicians— 
arrived at the Douglas home in Sharon 
with a search warrant. There, in the mas- 
ter bedroom, they found Robin Bene- 
dict’s purse, credit cards, black book, and 
a pair of her panties with a chewed piece 
of Trident gum stuck in them. They also 
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found a phone-answering-machine 
beeper and five cassette recordings. One 
cassette included a call by Douglas to 
the Danish Health Club wherein he com- 
plained about “that whore from the Com- 
bat Zone.” Douglas identified Robin’s 
possessions, saying, “Someone must 
have planted them there.” 

In a bedroom closet the troopers found 
shirts the same size as the one in the rest 
area; and, in the pocket of one of Doug- 
las's jackets in a hall closet, they discov- 
ered a small piece of human tissue that 
would later be identified as brain matter. 

A week later, Landry led another search 
of Douglas's home. This time they found 
a supply of cocaine and a long, emo- 
tional letter written by Nancy Douglas. 
“Oh, God—please help me,” she began 
in a script that grew unruly as the passion 
and pain mounted. “God, please please 
please HELP ME. Give me the strength 
to do what | have to do.” 

When Landry returned to the barracks, 


& 


“I'd like to read 
a book about Robin someday,” 
reflects her father. 
“Maybe |'ll Know then what kind 
of daughter we raised.” 


° 


he called Nancy Douglas's brother, Steve 
Boulton, who had been previously in- 
formed by Landry about the whole situ- 
ation. “You'd better get over here today,” 
he said. "| think your sister may be on the 
verge of suicide.” Boulton drove to the 
barracks, read the note, and said he 
would try to get Nancy out of the house. 

Two days later, Boulton called Landry. 
“| think | can identify the hammer,” he 
said. 

“What do you mean?” said Landry. 

“I think the hammer might belong to my 
father. He remembers lending the same 
type of sledgehammer to Nancy last 
Thanksgiving, when she was here with 
the kids. He's very meticulous about his 
tools, and it was never returned.” 

Landry took the bloody hammer to 
Nancy's father’s home. There, in the 
downstairs workshop, he was shown a 
series of nine hammers along a wall, all 
hanging from eyehole hooks. One space 
was empty. 

Landry—working under the direction 
of John Kivlan, assistant district attor- 
ney—continued to collect information on 
the curious Professor Douglas. A report 
on Douglas's credit card usage indi- 


cated that on the night Robin disap- 
peared, the professor was not asleep at 
home. Instead he was making calls to his 
home from phone booths in area shop- 
ping centers: from a rest area directly op- 
posite the one on Interstate 95 where the 
hammer was discovered; from down- 
town Boston at 2:00 in the morning; and 
from a Gulf station and a bus depot in 
Providence, Rhode Island, at 6:00 Sun- 
day morning. 

On Saturday, July 16, Robin Benedict's 
silver Toyota was found by the New York 
City police near Penn Station. The car 
contained dried blood and human tissue, 

Kivlan and his staff put all of their in- 
formation together and saw that it made 
a convincing argument that Robin Ben- 
edict did not leave the Douglas home 
alive and well on Saturday night, March 
4. More likely, she was killed in the house, 
and Douglas was the one who made a 
call to her answering service, pretending 
to be Robin, to tell Clarence Rogers that 
she was going elsewhere. Then Douglas 
used Robin's car to dispose of her body, 
and to get rid of the hammer and cloth- 
ing. He parked her car near a bus ter- 
minal in Rhode Island, took a bus back 
to Sharon early Sunday morning, and 
spent the day getting his story together. 
Late Sunday, he returned to Providence, 
picked up Robin's car, and drove it into 
New York City, where he left it near Penn 
Station in the hope that it would be 
stripped and stolen. The check on Doug- 
las's credit card records indicated that 
he purchased a ticket for the 3:33 am 
Amtrak train from Penn Station to Wash- 
ington, D.C., to maintain his own sched- 
ule, later explaining that he had taken the 
train all the way from Boston. 

On Monday, October 31, 1983, William 
Douglas was indicted for the murder of 
Robin Benedict and held without bail. He 
pleaded not guilty. 

The trial began—and ended— 
dramatically on Friday, April 27, 1984: 
William Douglas stood up at the outset 
and said he wanted to change his plea 
to guilty of manslaughter. 

“Did you kill Robin Benedict?” asked 
Judge Roger J. Donahue. 

“Yes, sir,” said the professor in his fal- 
setto voice. His weight was back up to 
300. He asked the judge and the aston- 
ished courtroom if he could make a 
statement of apology to the Benedict 
family, who were seated near the back 
row with Clarence Rogers. “I know Mr. 
and Mrs. Benedict and they are fine peo- 
ple,” began Douglas. “They've raised a 
wonderful:family unit—" 

From the back of the courtroom, Rog- 
ers shouted, “Fuck you!” 


Douglas was sentenced to 18 to 20 years 
in state prison. He will be eligible for pa- 
role in 12 years. He and his attorney are 
trying to put together a book deal with a 
major publisher. 

Robin Benedict's body was never 


found.O+—3 


The Miraculous: The Hunt: The Stylish: 
Technology's handiwork Archers in Africa Ankle deep in fashion 


NEWLOOK has been carefully 
adapted from the most 
successful new magazine in 
France today. Its editorial format 
is an original and aggressive 
combination of high-voltage 
photojournalism, brilliant 
photographic essays, and 
intriguing, rapid-fire text. 


NEWLOOK was designed to 
examine the full spectrum of life 
in the eighties—to look at our 
world in an original, intelligent, 
and liberated way. To see the 
good and the bad, the beautiful 
and the ugly... the natural, 

the unnatural, and the 
supernatural...the heroic and 
the villainous...the adventurous 
and the fearful, the super- 
glamorous and the super-sexy. 


NEWLOOK will explore a world 
of images torn from the pages 
of real life...action pictorials 
that carry the reader to new 
frontiers of knowledge and 
experience—pictorials as rich 
in content as they are in color. 


NEWLOOK is a high-energy 
magazine...a magazine with all 
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the electric vitality and optical 
impact of a videocassette... 

a magazine created to meet the 
specific demands of the most 
visual generation in history. 


NEWLOOK will contain an 
unparalleled diversity of lavishly 
illustrated features, such as the 
miraculous discovery of gold in 
Saint-Tropez; the art of gourmet 
cooking, Zen-style; man-eating 
sharks ferocious enough to 
devour a pleasure craft's Volvo 
engine; men who worship 
snakes, hunt wild animals with 
their bare hands, scale 


impossible mountains, live on | 
the ocean's floor; daring | 
acrobatics in and out of aircraft | 
in-flight; incredible fashions; 

undiscovered wonders of our 

environment; avant-garde 

erotica; and travel...to the 

edges of our galaxy. 


NEWLOOK will appeal to the 
most aggressive and influential, 
young male readership in , 
America today: readers who 
actively seek out the newest 


The Reward: Hyenas pause from the feast 


and latest ideas, places and 
products—all the indispensable 
tools for living vigorously 

and well in a world that 

they, themselves, are helping 
to make. 


NEWLOOK...with all the resources, 
style, and professional know-how 
of PENTHOUSE/OMNI. 


Guia 


BOB GUCCIONE 
EDITOR AND PUBLISHER 


 TAKEA 

ee NEWLOOK 

 ATTHE 
BEAUTIFUL 


Lost lagoons...Giotto’s 
frescoes...lions yawning at 
dawn in the Serengeti...King 
Ludwig's splendid castles 
...a blue marlin feverishly 
dancing on its tail...and the 
instant allure of female 
provocation, depicted here 


by Miss Nude Paris. 
Although Nathalie refuses to 
divulge her measurements, 
she does admit to being a 
municipal advisor, a city 
delegate and a social worker. 


Witness the decidedly 
uncommon...the creation of 
mutant life-forms...edible 
underwear...collapsible 
airplanes...macabre rites of 
passage to manhood... 
suspend disbelief with the 
Hindu holy men who hang by 
the skin of their backs from 
iron hooks in an 11-day ritual 


to become liberated from the 
hellish cycle of reincarnation. 


Cutting through the froth to 
journey to realms of majesty 
and glory where nature 
opens into heroic proportions 
...from the emerald 
backwaters of the Amazon to 
the daredevils who plan to 
chase Halley's comet...the 
dazzling ice temples of 
Japan...the pearly eggs of 
the Beluga sturgeon...and, of 
course, the elegance of 
ivory, au naturel. 


AT THE 
RIDICULOUS 


35,000 bees worn as a beard 
... swamp buggy races... 
marriage while dangling from 
outside the 15th floor...the 
car with the built-in putting 
green...Sheik Mana Al 
Mahtoum’'s desert skating 
rink. After seeing his first ice 
hockey game, the sheik 
became so frosted that he 
wanted a puck of his own. So ¢ 
be it. The Dubai Penguins Ey 
are fierce competitors when | 
they aren't tripping over their 
uniforms. 


Ph 


TAKE A 


AT THE 
WINNERS 


Join those who challenge the 
limits...the wizards of Wall 
Street...the world’s fastest 
humans...heroic high-rise 
fire fighters...New Zealand's 
gold rush...coming in first is 
often the result of baring the 
essentials, which the three 
NEWLOOK runners do with 
unsuitable aplomb. Sorry 
Anida and Flora, that's 
Rebecca breaking the tape. 


Victims of the world’s most 
dangerous sports... 
neo-barbarian youth cultures 
...Slime that crawls out from 
under rocks to howl in the 
sun...stunts that take a tragic 
turn...the face—and other 
parts—of defeat that get 
muddied by humiliation, as 
do the Boers, a group of 
fanatics who advocate 
violence to shield their tribe 
from “black African 
contamination.” Thousands 
of these obsessed brutes 
gather each year for a day of 
ritualistic violence and 
intoxication prompted by 
group undinism, a bizarre 
sexual rite involving 
urination. This, the only white 
tribe of Africa, is also the 
most closed and mysterious. 


J Pi Saas! tn 


AT NEWSSTANDS SOON. 
LOOK FOR IT. 


NE TODAY AND RECEIVE 
HESE LIMITED- 


For a limited time only, we're offeri 
subscription(12 issues)toN OOK for ju 
a $12 savings off the regular cover price 
you enjoy the convenience of guarante 
delivery, but you'll also receive, absolutely free, ; 
these NEWLOOK sun¢ 


So start your collection when we start ours. And 
a whole new look at a whole new world—for a 


ee 
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CONFIDESNCEs MAVAM 


Ew. dogma notwithstanding, Wyoming-born 

Tammi Benton gets a kick out of waiting on men. Her job as a professional barmaid in 

Reno means lavish compliments—and tips—from customers respdnding to her exotic 37-24-36- 

inch good looks. The eldest daughter of five, this part-Irish, part-English, part-Brazilian blend 

claims she's the darkest member of her family. “They call me their ‘Irish Coffee.’ " They also call 
her generous, since Tammi uses part of her paycheck to help her family make ends meet. 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY J. STEPHEN HICKS 


“They've 
already paid 
me back,” 
she says 
sweetly, "by 
giving me 
love and 
confidence." 
Optimism, 
too, since 
Tammi 
intends to be 
rich by the 
time she's 
thirty. 


: 


"ane 


yom a 


“I'll open my 
own bar 

and 
restaurant 
and become 
a successful 
yuppie 
type—or 
maybe marry 
one, if he 
can put up 
with all of my 
whims.” 


poe Sn 


Makeup and hait by Nicole Bonrer 


One of those 
whims is making 
love while 
hard-rock music 
blares out of 

her bedroom 


speakers. 

“| pretend I'ma 
sexy rock 
queen in an 
MTV video.” 


Normally, though, wishes. | think I'm 
tawny Tammi is a realist. shrewd and charming 
“| don't expect enough to 
some Prince Charming get what | want for 
to grant all my myselt.” O+—q 


XAVIERA 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 30 


was now totally naked. The woman looked 
at me with the stare of a stripper that 
asked, “Do you like what you see?” She 
moved over to me and took off my jacket 
and tie. | sat in the chair as she removed 
my shoes and socks, then stood so she 
could undo my pants. 

The excitement was building in my 
body as she placed her hands on my 
thighs and pulled down my best white 
briefs. The woman stood there looking at 
my half-erect cock for a minute, then 
turned and walked to the bed; | watched 
the cheeks of her ass move. She pulled 
the biggest dildo out of her purse, laid on 
the bed, spread her legs to reveal her 
black hairy cunt, and slowly inserted the 
dildo—which must have been 12 inches 
long. | stood there caressing my dick as 
she spoke the only words | would hear, 
“Go to it, baby.” She lost a little interest 
watching me jack off as the object in her 
pussy did its job. Watching her mastur- 
bate excited me and | beat my meat faster 
until | felt the come start up my shaft. | 
was ready to explode and couldn't resist 
the urge to get my cock into her mouth, 
so | moved over to the bed. She opened 
her eyes to see me beating my meat next 
to her face, and she moved her head up 
and wrapped her lips around the head 
as | stopped jerking and exploded my 
come into her warm mouth. She pulled 
away and motioned for me to kiss her. As 


my lips touched hers, she opened her 
mouth and pushed my come into my 
mouth and worked it around with her 
tongue until | had to swallow and she 
smiled. | reached down to caress her 
body, but she caught my arm and stared 
into my eyes as if to say, “Don't spoil this 
fantasy come true.” 

I've written her several times but got 
no answer. | guess fantasies quit being 
fantasies when they are acted out, right? 
Well, I'd like to think that that's the case, 
anyway.—S. F. 


The scene must have been action-loaded 
and heavy with sexuality. For you this fan- 
tasy resulted in a good active sexual en- 
counter. You can no longer refer to your- 
self mainly as a masturbator. Given half 
a chance, you would probably love to 
make love to many more of your pen pals, 
if the occasion, and your cock, arises. 

The problem is, when you've lived out 
such a fantasy, that fantasy no longer ex- 
ists. You seem relaxed enough and re- 
alistic enough to know, however, that it is 
often best to leave a fantasy at that... 
just as a fantasy. 


HAND JIVE 

| have a problem | feel is somewhat 
unique. | am 25 years old, healthy, and 
have had sex in almost every imaginable 
way. But | still feel that a handjob is the 
most perfect way to shoot my wad. This 
is far better than in a woman's pussy, 
mouth, or anus. My favorite way to come 
is lying on my back, fondling a woman's 


THE NEXT BIG THING: 
LESBIAN BLUEGRASS 
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tits while she strokes my greased pole 
with her beautifully manicured hands. 

| have given up trying to explain my 
obsession to the women | date, because 
they invariably take it personally, thinking 
that their pussies are inadequate. Even 
the prostitutes | have visited act sur- 
prised or indignant when | turn down their 
love canals. Fortunately, | have saved a 
lot of money, since a handjob is usually 
the least expensive item on the menu. 

My last girlfriend, whom I'll call Lucy, 
was a gorgeous blonde who knew of my 
desire. She learned to do me while she 
watched TV, so we both enjoyed our- 
selves. She even let me thumb through a 
Penthouse and talk dirty while she did 
her handy work. She didn't mind jerking 
me off to my hard-on's content. The trou- 
ble is she made me jealous by dating a 
doctor on the side, so | dropped her. | 
saw her again recently, and she jerked 
me off for old times’ sake. She said she’d 
like to get together again, but I'm not sure. 

Do prostitutes regularly service guys 
who prefer a good handjob? I'm studying 
to be a lawyer, so one day | may have 
enough money to keep a mistress. 

| need an answer as soon as possible 
so | can decide whether to ask Lucy to 
marry me. She won't wait forever—C. R. 


You remind me of the English hooker who 
snapped on a pair of surgical gloves. Her 
client asked why. “In case | have to touch 
the beastly thing,” she replied. Your 
problem is not unique. Your problem is 
that you love yourself so much, you don't 
really have time for anyone else in your 
life. My advice to Lucy, if you ask her to 
marry you, is to give you a firm negative. 
As for you, | recommend you try going to 
a massage parlor, where the cheapest 
thing on the menu, as you've noted, is a 


handjob.O+—q 
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CANNONBALL RUN III? 


A Broward County, Florida, sheriff's patrol car sits atop a sports | the sports car approached at high speed and failed to stop. 
car near Fort Lauderdale after the sports car slammed into the | (Knoxville News-Sentinel—submitted by Chris Kelly, Knox- 
rear of the cruiser. Investigators said sheriff's deputy John Stock | ville, Tenn.) 

had stopped the cruiser to help a motorist, when the driver of | Did he get ticketed for speeding?—Editor 
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Three Chinese soldiers smile into the camera as a train roars 
toward them. ‘Ah, so, velly funny pichure.’*’ Not so funny when 
a split second later the train ran them over. The China Law 
newspaper reported that the three were posing for a stunt snap- 
shot and ignored the train’s whistle. (New York Daily News— 
submitted by Thomas Sadowski, Riverhead, N.Y.) 

Mao said: ‘‘Even he who is on the correct track of communist 


FS 


thought can be hit by the train of stupidity.'’—Editor 


CONDEMNED DOG 
TAKES IT ON THE LAM 


An accomplice of Bert “*Bull- 
dog”’ Cameron broke him out 
of his cell on death row. Bert 
had been condemned to death 
after being found guilty of two 
attacks on children, even 
though one of the boys ad- 
mitted to provoking him into 
the attack and pleaded for the 
dog to be spared. The escape 
saved the dog from death by 
a lethal injection. His family 


THEIR PARTING SHOT 


claimed not to be involved in 
the daring escape, saying: “We 
do not know where Bert is, but 
we want him back so we can 
go to court to appeal the rul- 
ing."’ (New York Post—sub- 
mitted by Keith Fogel, Fort 
Lee, N.J.) 

This story will soon be seen as 
a major motion picture, ‘‘I 
Was a Fugitive From the Dog 
Pound.''—Editor 
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HELL-HATH-NO-FURY 
DEPARTMENT 


Juanita McDonald said she 
didn’t want to hurt anybody. 
But she rammed her car into 
a farmers’ market nine times 
and tried to run over two men 
in the parking lot. The market 
was owned by her former 
brother-in-law, and Juanita 
was trying to “get back’’ at 
her ex-husband, Another 
brother-in-law was working 
there when Juanita first drove 
into the store. He thought her 


brakes had failed and tried to 
help her. Juanita chased him 
and another man with her car 
and then turned it around and 
rammed the store again. Some 
bystanders cheered Juanita on, 
and she said she would try to 
wreck the store again. (Knox- 
ville News-Sentinel—submit- 
ted by Steve Dalton, Knox- 
ville, Tenn.) 

She was really cruising for a 
bruising. —Editor 


PICKLE 
MAN 
OF THE YEAR 


After much intensive specu- 
lation on who would receive 
the honor of being named 
Pickle Man of the Year, the 
title was finally bestowed on 
David Hempleman-Adams, by 
Pickle Packers International 
(PPI). The 27-year-old ex- 
plorer received the Golden 
Pickle because of the many 
“pickles”’ he encountered on 
his 22-day solo trek to the 
magnetic North Pole. On his 
way to the Pole, he fell through 
thin ice, shot a polar bear, and 


had to face fog, blizzards, and 
subfreezing cold. He did com- 
plete his 250-mile walk and 
was hailed by the PPI: ‘There 
are still horizons to be con- 
quered out there by undaunted 
men or women with deter- 
mination and vision. We 
salute David Hempleman- 
Adams as one of this brave 
band.”” (The Christian Sci- 
ence Monitor—submitted by 
R. J. Foster, Vacaville, Calif.) 
Or, where there's a dill, there's 
a way.—Editor 


Chickening Out 


Dr. Harry Robertson of Salisbury, Maryland, says he has a 
wondrous cure for stomach ulcers, acne, gunshot wounds, mal- 
nutrition, and severe burns. His product is Revital, an odorless 
powder or gel, and he is surrounded by its key ingredient— 
chicken’s feet. Unfortunately for Dr. Robertson, Revital is 
banned in the United States. (Glen Falls Post-Star—submitted 
by Robert Morin, Lake Luzerne, N.Y.) 

And to think we've been wasting our time for years eating the 
soup!—Editor 


KNOCKOUT 


“Killer Willard” stands ready after knocking his opponent 
through the ropes of the ring. His opponent, Mrs. Johnson, 
was a willing victim, as both she and Killer are members of 
the Royal Hanneford Circus, which was in Morganton, North 
Carolina, recently. Killer is touted as a champion boxer from 
Australia. (The Times and Democrat—submitted by F. T. Wil- 
son, Orangeburg, S.C.) 

He'll be on Australia’s team in the 1988 Olympics.—Editor 


NEVER TOO OLD FOR THE OLDEST PROFESSION 


Memphis police cracked down on a “health spa’’ that was ac- 


old nurse. The two older women were charged with allowing 


tually a house of prostitution. Along with the younger.and more | prostitution. (The Commercial Appeal—submitted by Ronnie 
attractive employees of the Southaven Health Salon, they ar- | Stocks, Southaven, Miss.) 
rested the owner, a blind 77-year-old woman, and her 59-year- 


She probably gave a special rate to senior citizens.—Editor 


A REAL WALKING DISASTER AREA 


Allen Hobbs is a man on the 
verge of self-destruction. The 
English building worker has 
been hospitalized for acci- 
dents 13 times in five years. 
In 1980 Hobbs knocked his 
shoulder out of joint. In 1981 


he fell into a hole and suffered 
a slipped disk. In 1982, while 
being examined by a doctor, a 
too quickly raised leg gave him 
three more slipped disks. In 
1983 he accidentally drove a 
nail through his foot. So far 


in 1984, Hobbs has brought a 
pillar down on himself, break- 
ing his leg in four places, and 
walked through a plate-glass 
door, needing 60 stitches to 
sew him back up. Amazingly, 
his boss always welcomes him 


back. “After all, Allen never 
seems to hurt anyone except 
himself,"’ says his wife. 
(Star—submitted by Robert 
Burnett, Winchester, Mass.) 
He'd be a star in a demolition 
derby— Editor 


THE MONSTER MESH 


The huge nets are big enough to catch a monster—and that’s 
exactly what Stephen Whittle wants to do. The British civil- 
service clerk built the trap for Nessie, the Loch Ness monster. 
Whittle’s not planning on keeping his gigantic catch. He merely 
wants to photograph it. (The Tacoma News Tribune—submitted 


by Larry Abel, Tacoma, Wash.) 


But we're sure to hear about the one that got away,—Editor 


EDITOR’S 
NOTE: 


We welcome your contributions for future ‘‘Hard Times”’ 
columns, and we will give a free one-year subscription to 
Penthouse to each reader whose item is printed. Send clip- 
pings to: Hard Times, c/o Penthouse, 1965 Broadway, New 
York, N.Y. 10023, Please include the name of the newspaper, 
the page number, and the date the clipping was published. 
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GAMES 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 175 


paper, Chinese readers quickly pointed 
out that the translation of the sign was 
“What about the Hughes loan?'—a ref- 
erence to the $216,000 given to Nixon's 
brother Donald by the billionaire recluse 
in the form of a loan. 

Finally, there is the grand old man of 
practical jokery, Jim Moran. We are es- 
pecially honored that Moran has con- 
sented to be a guest judge for this month's 
competition. To set the record straight. 
Moran, who is considered one of the most 
inventive and crazy of all press agents 
and publicity men, insists. “| do not play 
practical jokes. | administer mental hot- 
foots." 

Moran has made a career of acting out 
famous proverbs. For a politician client 
he once changed horses in midstream 
To publicize the Broadway play The Egg 
and /, he hatched an ostrich egg (the feat 
took 18 days of sitting). He found a needle 
ina haystack. He released a bull ina china 
shop (with no damage). He sold an ice- 
box to an Eskimo, He even tested the ve- 
racity of the old chestnuts “drunk as a 
hoot owl” and “don't fire until you see the 
whites of their eyes.” 

And on one December afternoon in 
1940, he showed Gelett Burgess a pur- 
ple cow. The inspiration was Burgess's 
poem, "l've never seen a purple cow! | 
never hope to see one./ But | can tell you 
anyhow’ I'd rather see than be one.” Bur- 
gess was in his New York hotel room when 
he received a call to step down fo the 
lobby. Arriving there, he met Jim Moran, 
who introduced himself and then led into 
the lobby a cow freshly painted with pur 
ple paint. Moran steered the animal up 
to Burgess and said: “There!” 


COMPETITION NO. 5 
PRACTICAL JOKES 
Some practical jokes don't survive the 
retelling—'You just had to be there.” But 
some do, as with the examples cited here. 
Write up your story of an original joke 
(limit: 150 words). print it on a postcard 
(or a card enclosed in an envelope) with 
your name and address, and send tt to 
Penthouse Competition No. 5, 1965 
Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10023-5965 
Entries must be received by May 15, 1985 
You may enter more than once, but each 
entry must be mailed separately. All en- 
tries become the property of Penthouse 
none will be returned 

The grand-prize winner will receive a 
Panasonic PV-1730 VHS Hi-Fi video re- 
corder (retail value: $1,400). Five run- 
ners-up will each receive $100 cash, and 
all six will get one-year Penthouse sub- 
scriptions. Winners will be chosen on the 
basis of clarity, cleverness, originality, and 
brevity. Employees of Penthouse Inter- 
national, Ltd., its affiliates. advertisers 
and agencies, and their families are not 
eligible. Ot 
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you get whatever documents you want,’ ” 
says Robert Onda, Chief Inspector for the 
US. Fish and Wildlife Service office in 
New York. “CITES documents from cer- 
tain countries are worthless,” he adds. 

Who is doing the killing? Poachers are 
usually local tribesmen, peasants, sol- 
diers, or poor farmers. In southern Su- 
dan, Arabs from the north, armed with 
automatic weapons, have set up camps 
in national parks. Somalians have been 
blamed for much of the poaching in 
Kenya. The Pygmies of Gabon and Cam- 
eroon, who once hunted the elephant only 
for meat, now also sell tusks to traders. 

Poachers can make more than $400 on 
a pair of 20-pound tusks. This amounts 
to about ten to 15 times the average 
monthly wage for unskilled labor. 

In some parts of Africa, primitive hunt- 
ing methods are still used. The Wakamba 
and Waliangula tribes in Kenya shoot 
poison arrows and spike the ground with 
poison bamboo stakes; Pygmies in West 
Africa sneak up behind the elephant, 
slash its hamstrings with a machete, and 
then spear its belly; the Lobi tribe in the 
Ivory Coast uses homemade rifles that 
fire broken glass and nails. 

But the majority of poachers use au- 
tomatic weapons, which are easily ob- 
tained. Angola, for example, is awash with 
arms from the Soviet Union, Cuba, the 
United States, and South Africa. 

Lack of adequate funding frequently 
leaves park staffs throughout Africa 
helpless against poachers. Tanzania’s 
Serengeti National Reserve was once 
considered one of the finest research fa- 
cilities in the word. But it has been over- 
run by poachers, far better equipped and 
better armed than the park's 77 rangers, 
who must cover most of the 5,600-square- 
mile reserve on foot (only six park jeeps 
are in working order) 

In some cases rangers join the other, 
more lucrative side: They profit simply by 
looking the other way. “| was driving 
through the Masai Mara preserve,” a Nai- 
robi tour operator says, “and there's a 
dead elephant with its tusks hacked out 
just a few miles from the park headquar- 
ters. Any active patrol would have no- 
ticed the vultures overhead. When | went 
to the headquarters to report it, they all 
acted shocked and horrified.” 

In general, however, Africa’s parks are 
making earnest, but quite possibly futile, 
attempts to save their elephants. “Parks 
and reserves in Africa are literally islands 
surrounded by cultivated and settled 
areas,” says Diana McMeekin of the ATf- 
rican Wildlife Foundation. “When parks 
were planned under colonial rule in the 
beginning of this century, they had no idea 
there would be a population explosion. 
So no provision was made for buffer 
zones. If you've got more elephants than 
you've got food and land for them, you 
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are left with no choice but to reduce the 
number of elephants. In Rwanda it was 
decided to just eliminate the entire pop- 
ulation.” 

As the elephant population spirals 
downward, conservationists, scientists, 
and government agencies argue contin- 
uously over how the species can be saved. 

“Economics are the fundamental point 
to which everything is reduced, and con- 
servation is no exception. Wildlife can only 
survive if it is made profitable—through 
tourism and/or ranching—or can at least 
pay its own way,” says Diana McMeekin. 
“But that’s putting a money value on a 
species. You're not looking at their right 
to exist. It's the most cynical philosophy 
there can be toward wildlife,” says Craig 
Van Note. 

“Ivory is a natural resource of the Af- 
rican people. They have aright to use it,” 
says Mark Au, a New York ivory importer. 
“But,” responds McMeekin, “the African 
people are not benefiting. Profits from the 


® 


Corruption in African 
governments is rampant. 
“Anyone with the 
right connections can easily 
move illegal 
ivory,” Says one expert. 


° 


illegal ivory trade don't go into the African 
economy. The big money is made in Asia 
and Europe, where ivory is sold to man- 
ufacturers.” 

Lewis Regenstein of The Fund for An- 
imals feels strongly that."if CITES and the 
Endangered Species Act of 1968 [which 
prohibited trade in species considered 
endangered by the U.S. Interior Depart- 
ment] were properly implemented, we 
could protect the elephant. But that's not 
happening. If you want to protect ele- 
phants, you simply remove the market for 
their product.” 

“But bans only encourage more 
poaching because the prices go up,” 
says Ginette Hemley of the World Wildlife 
Fund. “The trade then goes completely 
underground, and you don't even know 
how many elephants are being slaugh- 
tered.” 

Rick Parsons, the former chief of the 
U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service's interna- 
tional investigations division, explains that 
“a ban would be impossible to adminis- 
ter, because ivory comes through the 
mails as well as through ports. It's also 
bad diplomacy—dictating to other na- 
tions what markets they can have for their 


natural resources. The thing to dois con- 
trol raw ivory through better CITES ad- 
ministration in Africa. Such a quantity of 
stuff comes through New York, it's easy 
to miss things.” 

S. Roger Horchow, chairman of the |ux- 
ury-item catalog company The Horchow 
Collection, believes that "the responsi- 
bility for saving a species is not solely the 
government's. It's the individual who can 
do it by not buying the items. If enough 
people did that, it would stop the trade. 
We were selling a lot of ivory pillboxes 
shaped like acorns, but we stopped and 
we hoped other retailers would follow suit. 
Not many did.” 

Sakowitz, the Dallas-based depart- 
ment store, has cut back on ivory items, 
but did not return Penthouse's phone 
calls. Representatives of Bloomingdale's 
and Neiman-Marcus refused to be inter- 
viewed for this story. 

Since law enforcement here and in Af- 
rica may only be as effective as a Band- 
Aid on a hemorrhage, the U.S. govern- 
ment and conservation organizations are 
alerting consumers. The U.S. Fish and 
Wildlife Service, displaying trunks of 
confiscated illegal wildlife products, 
makes schoolroom presentations. The 
Department of the Interior is encourag- 
ing the private sector to launch public. 
relations campaigns for endangered 
wildlife. The World Wildlife Fund mounts 
exhibits for display at airports and zoos, 
and funds environment-related educa- 
tional television programs. TRAFFIC, a 
division of the World Wildlife Fund, ana- 
lyzes and reports on the wildlife trade and 
acts as a watchdog for CITES implemen- 
tation. The World Wildlife Fund also is 
working to preserve natural habitats 
around the world. The African Wildlife 
Foundation sponsors scholarships in park 
management, has established a wildlife 
education program for schools in Africa, 
and funds antipoaching programs in na- 
tional parks. 

These conservation efforts will be- 
come more effective as more people 
learn about the elephant's plight. But this 
may come too late—and the species will 
be gone before it is even understood. 


For more information on trade in endan- 
gered species, write to 


The US. Fish and Wildlife Service 
Division of Enforcement ~ 

PO. Box 28006 

Washington, D.C, 20005 


These nonprofit groups also furnish in- 
formation, and appreciate contributions: 


The World Wildlife Fund 
1601 Connecticut Avenue, N.W. 
Washington, D.C. 20009 


African Wildlife Foundation 

1717 Massachusetts Avenue, N.W. 
(Suite 602) 

Washington, D.C. 20036 O+—3 
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She's the model of a modern princess, 
The darling of public and press. 
And although she’s called “shy,” 
Who could ever deny 
That she knows how to dress for success? 
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ARE YOU AN QUTLAW 


eing an outlaw is a state of mind. 
You don't have to rob banks or 
mug old ladies to be one. The man 
with the outlaw's mind operates 
most comfortably on the fringes of things. 
That's where the excitement is: out be- 
yond the bounds of polite sociely. Risk 
excites him; the conventional bores him. 

People with an outlaw mentality are not 
just rowdier versions of normal folks. They 
are a whole different type of human being 
In his book Inside the Criminal Ming, Dr. 
Stanton Samenow, a member of the Pres- 
ident's Task Force on Victims of Crime, 
says such a person has “a funcamentally 
different view of the world from that of 
people who are basically responsi- 
ble... Thinking patterns that are seif- 
evident and automatic for responsible 
people are totally foreign to him.” That 
may explain why it’s so hard to rehabili 
tate even novice criminals. Men with this 
personality simply cant accept the norms 
and routines that give structure and 
meaning to the average man’s life. Per- 
suading such men to be “normal” is like 
trying to turn a lion into a house cat. They 
know it's a jungle oul there—and they 
like it. 

This inability to follow “normal” behav 
ior patterns is not just confined to crimi- 
nals. Many a self-made millionaire con- 
tinues his flashy (and often quasi-legal) 
business practices long after he has 
amassed more money than hell ever 
need. He finds that shocking his rich 
peers is more fun than blending in with 
them. For the man with the outiaw’s mind, 
money, respectability, and fame are no 
substitutes for the thrill that comes from 
thumbing one’s nose at society's most 
cherished values. The renowned Aus- 
trian psychiatrist Alfred Adler summed up 
this personality type when he said that 
such people have “a private logic, a pri- 
vate intelligence” that colors every as- 
pect of their existence. 

To see if you have an outlaw’s mind- 
sel, answer the following questions 
quickly and honestly. There are no right 
or wrong answers. 
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BY FRANK DONEGAN 


i. If you were watching television and 


had to choose between “The Mary Ty- 
ler Moore Show™ or “The Dukes of 
Hazzard,” which would you select? 
(a) “MTM" 

(b) “Dukes” 


. De you often lie ta get things you want? 


(a) yes 
(b) sometimes 
(c) rarely or never 


. Which of the following statements 


comes closest to expressing your at- 

titude toward money? 

(a} It's important to save money and 
be thrifty, 

(b) | try not to be extravagant. but | 
sill find that | save very little 

(c) If | nave money. | spend it. 


Are you a secretive person? 
(a) yes. very much so 

(b) somewhat 

(c} no 


How would you rate your aitractive- 

ness to women? 

(a) | think women find me much more 
attractive than they do most men. 

(b) | think women. consider me some- 
what more attractive than average. 

(c) I'm about average in my attractive- 
ness to women. 

(d} | dont think women find me very 
attractive at all 


. Do you fee! that. under present laws, 


police have: 

(a) too much authority 

(b) about the right amount of authority 
(c) not enough authority 


7. Do you think the world is a Gangerous 


place? 

(a) yes 

(b) somewhat 
(c) not really 


How do you feel about this statement: 
“Having sex isnt nearly as much fun 


as getting sex. What | like most about 
sex is playing the game, The actual 
screwing is just the final stage of the 
battle. The real excitement comes from 
everything you have to do to get to 
that point.’ 

(a) agree strongly 

(b) agree mildly 

(c) disagree mildly 

(d) disagree strongly 


9. Do you like to argue just for the hell of 


it? Is. it important for you to win your 
point even in matters which don’t mean 
miuch to you? 

(a) yes 

(5) no 


10. Do you like to manipulate people? 
(a) yes, a lot 
(b) sometimes 
(c) not usually 


11. Which of the follawing statements 
comes Closer to describing your 
friendships? 

(a) Most of my friendships last for a 
long time. | may not become 
friendly with someone right away, 
but once | do, the friendship usu- 
ally endures. 

(b) My friendships seem to go from 
one extreme to the other. One day 
| il be very close to someone; the 
next day I'll hate them because 
they've tried to stab me in the 
back 


12, Would you be more likely to agree OF 
disagree with this statement: “The 
best way to get what you want in many. 
cases is intimidation. If people are 
scared, they'll give in to you.” 

(a) agree 
(6) disagree 


13. Do you feel you're getting as much 
out of life as you deserve? 
(a) yes 
(b) No, | don't feel I'm getting my fair 
share. 
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14. Do you have frequent fantasies about 
becoming rich, famous, and power- 
ful? 

(a) yes 
(b) no 


15. Do you like your life to follow com- 
fortable, familiar routines? 
(a) yes 
(b) no 


16. Do you get bored easily? 
(a) yes 
(b) no 


17. Would you say youre of average in- 
telligence? 
(a) yes 
(6) No, 'm above average. 
(c) No. 1m below average. 


18. Do you think that many people fail to 
see how competent and skibed you 
really are? 

(a) yes 
(b} no 


19. Do you like to work hard? 
(a) Yes, 'm a workaholic 
(6) Sometimes | enjoy difficult phys- 
ical or mental work, but! don't like 
itas a steady diet. 
(c) lf | were being really honest. id 
have to say no 


20. What kind of music do you like? 

(a) | like many different types of mu- 
sic. What | choose at any given 
time depends uwoon my mood. 

(b).1 will generally choose. soft, 
smooth, melodic music. 

(c) | almost never like any music that 
doesn't have a hard-core, driving 
beat 


21, How important is reverige to you? 

(a) Very important; nobody fucks me 
and gets away with it 

(b) It depends upon the circum- 
stances. Sometimes when peo- 
ple take advantage of me | want 
to gel back al them; other times | 
figure it’s not worth the effort. 

(c) Revenge is usually a waste of time 
and effort. 


22. When you were a kid, were your fa- 
vorite companions usually: 
(a) younger than you 
(b) about your age 
(c) older than you 
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23. Were your Schoo! years generally en- 
joyable? 
(a) yes 
(1b) no 


24, Do you think your parents treated you 
well as a kid? 
(a) yes 
(b) no 


25. Do you worry a lot about how. tall, 
short, thin, or heavy you are? 
(a) yes 
(b) somewhat 
(c} ne 


26. Do you worry about your health? 
(a) yes 
(b) somewhat 
(¢} not much 


27. Do you nave secret phabias (for ex- 
ample. fear of ihe dark. of es oe or 
of animals}? 

(a) yes 
(b) no 


28 If someone dares you to do some- 
thing. wil you usually accept the 
challenge? 

(aj yes 
(6b) no 


29 Would you be more likely to agree or 
disagree with this staternent: “Most 
people who are victims of crimes de- 
serve to be” 

(a) agree 
(b) disagree 


30. How co you feel about this state- 
ment “Fear of getting caught is the 
only thing that keeps most people 
honest.” 

(a) agree 
(b) disagree 


SCORING 

All possible answers have been as- 
signed point values, which are listed be- 
low. To find your score, add up the point 
values of the answers you have chosen. 
The highest possible score is 150 points: 
the lowest, 30 


1. a-4,b-5 7. a5, B-3) 0-1 
2. a-5, D-3, c-1 8.-a-5, b-3. ¢-2; 
3. a-1. 0-3, ¢-5 d-1 

4. a-5, b-3, c-1 9. a-5, b-1 
5.-a-5. b-4, c-2, d-1. 10. a-5,; b-3, c-1 
6. a-4 b-1.¢-5 ti. a1, b5 


12. a-5, b-1 21, €a-5, 6-3, 6-1 
13; a-1).6-5 22) a4, b-1,.6-5 
14, a-5. b-1 23 a-1, 6-5 
15, a-t b-5 24. a-1, O46 
16, a-5. b-1 25, .a-5. b-3,.6-1 
17 ar2: 0-5, 6-1 26. a-5, b-3, c-1 
18. a-5. b-1 27. a5, b-1 
19, a-1, b-3; c-5 28. a-5, b-1 
20. a-1, 6-1, 6-5 29, 4-5, b-1 
30 .a-5,b-1 


if you scored 120 to 150 points: 

Your score is downright criminal. You ap- 
pear to have the quintessential outlaw 
personality You are likely to be an im- 
pulsive person whois fascinated by any- 
thing that is forbidden. These impulses 
can get you in a lot of trouble. Yet men 
with’ this tyge of mind also tend to be fas- 
cinating and creative people. If they learn 
to channel their impulses legitimately, they 
can be enormously successful 


90 to 119 points. 
You bear a strong resemblance to men 


nthe category above. but you probabiy 
~ have better coniro! over your outlaw in- 
-stincts than they do. You too are aitracted 
“to society s forbidden fruits. but you are 
not likely to be obsessed by them, asmen . 


in the higher scoring category are. You 
may indulge your outlaw impulses when 
you know you can get away with it, but 
you don't take foolish risks. A person in 
this category is unlikely to be a gun-tot- 
ing bandit, but he may be one hell of a 
successful “white collar” criminal. 


60 to 89 points: 

Like most people you have a jittie larceny 
in you, but youre not likely to be the type 
who would ever engage in any serious 
lawlessness. You may secretly admire the 
outlaw's freedom from constraint, but 
deep down you know that you need to 
live pretty much within society's bounds 
to feel content. 


30 to 59) points: 

You are one of two things. a saint or a liar. 
You may be the most iaw-abiding person 
on your block, and won't even jaywalk. 
On the other hand, you may have the most 
devious sort of outlaw mentality. Many 
people with this mind-set love playing 
games. When faced with a psychological 
test they choose the most socially desir- 
able answers rather than the answers that _ 
reflect their true feelings. This is just to 
fet you know. if you did thal, you ain't focl- 
ing anybody... but yourself. Ot-q 
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Win a VCR (no joke!) 


in our April contest for practical jokes. 


The United States of America produces 
more practical jokers per capita than 
any other nation on earth. England ranks 
second. The remaining nations do not 
amount to much 


The Compleat Practical Joker 


The whoopie cushion. the joy buzzer 
the exploding cigar. the withdrawn chair, 
the overturned outhouse, plastic wrap 
on the girls’ toilet seats, soapsuds in the 
city fountain, short-sheeting, spitballs. 
hotfoots. snipe hunts—the words alone 
evoke treasured memories of classic 
practical jokes. 

The best practical jokes. to our think 
ing, are relatively harmless. There are 
those who disagree and who would 
perpetrate more cruel and malevolent 
stunts: sugar or syrup in the gas tank. 
Alka-Seltzer tablets in the car battery. 
glue in the door lock, the garden hose 
through the mail slot, or a dead fish in 
the safe-deposit box. Still, our prefer- 
ence is for the fiendishly clever gag that 
everyone, even the victim, can later 
laugh about. 

The practical joke is a peculiarly 
American art form, and the best ex- 
amples bear little relationship to the 
current brand of prime-time prankery in 
which the “victims” all tend to be stars 
of new TV series and the ‘accomplices’ 
all professional publicists 

Don't ever think that practical jokes 
are practical, \e., useful. The point is 
that they are practiced, as opposed to 
being told. Ironically, the jokes are often 
funnier in the retelling than they ever 
were in practice 

This month we review some of the all- 
time greatest practical jokes—some of 
which are detailed in The Compleat 
Practical Joker (Morrow)— and an- 
nounce (page 159) a new competition 
for Penthouse readers to send in their 
own favorite original contributions 


One class of joke is played on newcom- 
ers, whether they be privates, fresh 
men, or apprentice workers. It is what 
the British call a “sleeveless errand’ — 
sending the recruit out to get a non- 


—H. Allen Smith, 


A 
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BY SCOT MORRIS 


September Morn: unknown art, until a publicity stunt stirred a scandal. 


existent item: to the bookstore for a copy 
of the biography of Eve’s grandmother: 
or to the hardware store for a four-foot 
yardstick. a gallon of striped paint. a 
left-handed monkey wrench. or a key to 
the oarlocks 

In the military, the uninitiated are tra- 
ditionally ordered to bring back a copy 
of the cannon report. a bucket of prop 
wash, a gallon of prop pitch. or a box 
of replacement RPMs. In print shops. 
the new boy is sent all over town for 
dotted ink, paper-stretchers. nonpareil 
spacebands, or a box of type lice. 

Another class of joke relies on grad- 
ually progressive changes. The classic 
example is the story of the guy with the 
new Volkswagen Beetle who couldn't 
stop bragging about the mileage he was 
getting. A neighbor snuck into his ga- 
rage every night and poured an extra 
gallon of gas into the tank. Soon the 
owner could talk of nothing else: “I'm 
getting 60 miles a gallon in this thing!” 
Then it was 80, then 100. Finally the 
neighbor started siphoning off gas each 
night instead, and eventually the man 
took his VW into the shop, complaining 
‘Something's wrong. | used to get 130 
miles a gallon in this car, You know what 


| get now? Seven!’ 


The same principle is used with the 
goldfish or the turtle that gets bigger 
each day (because of surreptitious 
substitutions), or the cane that keeps 
gelling shorter as quarter-inch pieces 
are cut off the end 

Most people don't know it, but Paul 
Chabas's painting September Morn was 
virtually unknown until it became the 
centerpiece in a classic publicity stunt 
during World War |. 

Harry Reichenbach. the press agent, 
had as a client the owner of a Brooklyn 
art store, who had purchased several 
copies of the painting but wasn't able 
to sell any of them. Reichenbach hired 
several dozen children to stand outside 
the shop and stare at the nude figure in 
the window, and then called Anthony 
Comstock, the zealous guardian of 
public morals and author of the famous 
Comstock Law of censorship, and told 
him about this shocking scene. When 
Comstock saw the children gawking at 
the filthy picture, he got a warrant for 
the dealer's arrest. The story hit the 
newspapers, and before the contro- 
versy died down, some seven million 
copies of the picture had been sold, and 
the previously obscure September Morn 
was suddenly world-famous 
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PENTHOUSE FITNESS 


ROWING PLUS into a multi-action home gym. 
———————— The MA©00 enables: you'le:do 
owing is one of the most shoulder presses, Curls, bench 
4 popular forms of home presses, squats, arm exten- 
exercise—with good reason. It — sions-alll in addition fo rowing. 
exercises all the body’s large This is a versatile, economical 
muscles at the same time. It is exercise machine for the 


private, and it’s faster than whole family. I's like having a 
almost any other form ofexer- health club in your closet. The 
cise. Now Vitamaster has Vitamaster MA-500 costs a 


transformed a top-grade hy- surprisingly reasonable $4169.00 
draulic home rowing machine ($18.95) #A12514. 


DEEP HEAT 
PAIN RELIEF 


nfrared heat goes deep 
beneath the skin fo reach 
the actual site of inflammation 
and discomfort. It has been 
used for years by doctors and 
therapists to gain relief 
of pain. Now there is a home 
unit, the Infralux, that 
provides fast (5-40 minutes), 
effective relief of pain from 
sinus headache, arthritis, 
backache, muscular aches 
and pains. Perfectly safe 
to use. 6” long. Plugs in house- 
hold outlet. Comes with 
carrying case for $45.00($3.95) 
#A14175. 


THE LIFELINE GYM 


llows you to simulate any 

exercise done on ex- 
pensive machines in health 
spas and gymnasiums. Yet it 
fits in an attache case, and in 
15 minutes a day, provides a 
total workout. The reason is 
rubber—a stretchable rubber 
cable that increases resist- 
ance with movement. And 
because you have to resist its 
tendency to snap back on 
the return move, you gain a 
double benefit from your ef- 
fort. The Lifeline Gym comes 
with 8” x 17” carrying case 
and instruction book for only 
$36.00 ($3.95) #A748. 


PENTH E Products, PO. Box 6500, Englewood, N.J. 07634 
| Please send the products indicated below. | understand that! may return 
' any product within 30 days for a full refund. Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery 


SELENE 


QTY. TEM NO. | DESCRIPTION PRICE | 

} | 
| —— 
= 


PAYMENT: LJ Cash/M.O. [Visa (MC [7 Am Ex arp 


| 
ij Exp. Date, 
| L | | l | | | | | [ [J inter’k No. aa 
| Card No. 
NAME 
| ADDRESS 
| CITY/STATE/ZIP 
| SIGNATURE 
| CREDIT CARD ORDERS: CALL TOLL FREE 800-526-4797 WEEKDAYS—9 TO 4 EST. 148 
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Many good practical jokes are the sort 
that anyone might try, such as putting 
footprints on a ceiling or an automobile 
tire over a flagpole. Or try these 

@ At a tollbooth. pay one fare for your- 
self and another “for, the car behind.’ 
Imagine the reaction of the person in 
the next car when told, “Its been taken 
care of.” 

@ On an elevator, start up a conver- 
sation with a friend, telling a story that 
everyone else on the elevator will over- 
hear: "So what did you do?” “I went back 
to her apartment. of course.” “What did 
you do with the pony?” “We took it with 
us, what else? She asked if | had a 20- 
dollar bill. so | gave her one. and she 
spread chocolate syrup ail over it, then 

‘You time the story so that you come 
to your floor and step off just as you 
reach the most incredible part: “Then 
she opened the door and her sister 
came in, wearing nothing but an ori- 
gami bathing suit... .” 

@ When you call someone and get an 
answering machine. leave a mes- 
sage in a very deep voice. speaking 


extremely slowly: “Hel|Ilooo000 
therrrre.... It'sssss meeeeee calllllll- 
ing... ." The idea is to make the owner | 


of the machine think there's something 
wrong with his tape recorder. because 
the voice he heard was distorted. 

@\n a public rest room. above the 
machine that dries your hands with hot 
air, write this message: PUSH BUTTONFOR 
A SPECIAL MESSAGE FROM OUR PRESIDENT 


THE GRAND MASTERS. William Cole, 
Hugh Troy, Alan Abel, Dick Tuck. and 
Jim Moran. These names are already 
enshrined (in disappearing ink?) in the 
Practical Joke Hall of Fame. You have 


probably heard of at least one joke orig- | 


inated by each of them 

lt was William Cole, in London, who 
was hanging some paintings one day 
and went out to buy a ball of twine. On 
his way home he encountered a typi- 
cally proper English gentleman. He 
couldn't resist He approached the man 
and said, “Excuse me, we're surveying 
this block and I'm afraid my helper has 
left me. Would you be so kind as to lend 
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Classic props 
buzzer. and fake vomit—and the noto- 
rious Prince Albert in the can 


whoopie cushion. joy 


a hand? Just hold the end of this string 
Stand right there.” Cole instructed. “and 
keep a tight hold on it. I'll just run the 
string around the corner and take the 
measurements. It wont be long. It's very 
important.” Cole then unwound the ball. 
backing away until he was around the 
corner and halfway up the next block. 
when the string came to an end 

‘He stood for a moment. not knowing 
quite what he should do.” H. Allen Smith 
recounts. “He had about decided to tie 
the string to a doorknob, when Provi- 
dence sent him a second gentleman 
fully as polished and elegant as the first 


be so kind as to assist him in an engi 
neering project? Certainly! Cole handed 
him the end of the string and asked that 
he simply stand firm and hold it. Then 
Cole disappeared through an alleyway, 
hastened to the shop for another ball of 
twine, and returned to his home to re- 
sume hanging pictures.’ 

Hugh Troy was the man who posed 
as a work foreman and ordered his crew 
of unsuspecting workmen to dig up a 
whole block of Fifth Avenue in New York 
City. No one questioned why the ex 
cavation was being done. or who was 
ordering it, until it was too late. Troy is 
also the man who put the rhinoceros 
footprints in the snow at Cornel! Uni- 


versity. and who got his revenge on the | 
y g ° | 


owner of a New York City movie house 
by taking a jar of moths into the theater 
and releasing them at an opportune 
moment. The moths. naturally, flocked 
to the brightest light in the room. the 
projection lamp, blurring the image on 


| the screen so that the film had to be 


stopped. 

Of all Hugh Troy's pranks, perhaps 
the most celebrated was his park bench 
caper. He had a carpenter make a copy 
of a city park bench, which he bought 
Troy took his bench into the park and 
sat on it, until a police car went by, then 
he lifted the bench and started drag- 
ging it to another spot. The police 
stopped him, arrested him, and took him 
into court. Troy showed his legitimate 
bill of sale. and the judge had to let him 
go. Troy went back to carrying his bench 
down the street. Police picked him up 
again and took him into court. Again he 
produced his bill of sale and again he 
was released. The next time the police 
picked him up they received the radio 
message lo “leave the guy alone. He 

wns the bench. He has a receipt.” 

Of course—you might have guessed 
it—the next morning there were no 
benches left in the city park. 

Alan Abel got some publicity with his 
topless cello player, but he is most fa- 
mous for SINA, the Society for Inde- 
cency to Naked Animals. Despite the 


| joke in the organization's name, SINA 
Cole stopped him. Would the good sir | 


was able to get prime television cov- 
erage to spread its view that all animals 
should be clothed—cows should wear 
brassieres, and horses, dogs, and cats 
should all wear diapers to keep their 
private parts from public display. The 
organization's straight-faced spokes- 
man, who made several appearances 
on national TV shows until the hoax was 
exposed, and whose own face was not 
then well known, was comedy writer 
Buck Henry. 

Dick Tuck was the original “dirty 
trickster” to whom H. R. “Bob” Halde- 
man said during the Watergate scandal 
in 1973, “You sonofabitch, you started 
all this.” To which Tuck responded, 
“Yeah, Bob, but you guys ran it into the 
ground.” Tuck's most famous dirty trick 
occurred when Nixon was campaign- 
ing in San Francisco's Chinatown in 
1960. To Nixon's eyes, the Chinese 
characters on the banner that the chil- 
dren were carrying looked like any oth- 
ers. But when the photo ran in a local 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 159 


“God, Ranger Bob! | love it when you grow! and scream!” 
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On March 19th, SPIN magazine 
hits the newsstand to give 
Rolling Stone the competition 
everyone but Rolling Stone 
hoped it would get. 

SPIN is a fresh, intelligent 
alternative to a mostly tired, 
complacent music press. It is an 
upbeat magazine without the 
politics and in love with rock'n'roll 
and all its kindred spirits. It 
will get beneath the surface of 
stories, cover what's new and 
most exciting and echo nothing 
and no one. Because SPIN gets 
turned on, so will you. 

Our magazine will entertain 
you, surprise and compel you, 
and sometimes shock you. We'll 
make you laugh because we 
have a sense of humor and we'll 
make you think because we have 
a serious side too. 

We'll be open, unafraid, 
independent, and unpretentious. 
We'll take chances and probably 
a few lumps. Most of all we'll be fun. 

A confession: SPIN is 
imperfect. It’s rough edged, 
restless, insatiably curious. A little 
aggressive, a little cocky. 
Youthfully uncompromising but 
maturely flexible. 
Romantic—definitely! 
Irreverent—sure. 
Unpredictable—yes. 

Very alive. 


SPIN 


Born March 19th. 


—————— 


1965 Pa eoy 
New York, N 
10023- vce 


Well, soun ee you need company, I'll 
subscri for 12 eves 20% saving 
off the newsstand price and worth if to 
suit Vil get it! Plus | can cancel anytime 
and be refunded unreceived issues. 

get the full $20 back if! cancel after 
seeing the first issue. You guys are cocky! 


Cl Check enclosed (JMoney order enclosed 
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SPRINGSTEEN 
JULIAN LENNON 
BURNING SPEAR 
QUIET RIOT 
DURAN DURAN 
JOHN CLEESE 

LIFE AND DEATH IN 
BEIRUT 


Canada and elsewhere add $10 per 
subscription. Allow 6 to 8 weeks for delivery. 


Credit card orders: 1-800-247-5470 
HDPH1 
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LIFE EXTENSION 


The idea of “eternal youth” has captivated man’s imagination throughout 
history, but only recently has the idea of extending the human life span 
been seriously considered by medical researchers. At the same time, 
independent research “institutes” are springing up, selling such purported 
life-extending therapies as drugs and megavitamins, dancing, medita- ee 
tions to “think death away,” and regular doses of food preservatives. In mat 
an investigative report, author Gary Hanauer explores some of these ney 
theories, legitimate and otherwise, and talks to the scientists and would- 

be Methuselahs who are devoting their lives to outliving the rest of us. 


STRANGE BEDFELLOWS 


“Being a feminist,” says attorney and author Karen DeCrow, “means that 
you are against sexism, not against sex.” She should know. As the Na- 
tional President of the National Organization for Women from 1974 to 
1977, DeCrow led the fight for equality between the sexes. Yet today, 
DeCrow writes, she is alarmed to find that “some feminists have joined 
with the Far Right—which would prohibit a woman's right to choose abor- 
tion—on a draconian plan to ban sexually explicit materials. . . . But, in 
reality, the time is long overdue to be rid of the myth that if one believes 
in equality between the sexes, one is against erotic literature.” 


SUCCESS STORY 


Meshulam Riklis came to America in the late 1940s with about $3,000 to 
his name. Today he is worth hundreds of millions of dollars. Riklis has 
managed to gain both the admiration and the envious hatred of many 
people in the world’s financial community, but no one disputes that his 
ever-growing conglomerate, Rapid-American Corp., is a testament to his ~ 
daring business acumen. In an outspoken interview with Peter Manso, 
this freewheeling financier tells how to make and lose and remake a 
fortune, exposes the bias and shortsightedness of the Wall Street estab- 
lishment, and discusses what it’s like to be married to star performer Pia 
Zadora and how he feels about becoming a father at age 61. 


VIDEO RENTER—BEWARE! 


Many illegal actions are also commonplace—like selling marijuana, com- 
mitting adultery or homosexual acts, or going to a prostitute. But you 
probably didn’t know that anytime you rent a “hard-core” videocassette, 
you are also committing a crime in many localities. And, unlike those other 
everyday “criminal acts,” a permanent record is made and kept of nearly 
every rental of an adult video. Harvard Law Professor Alan M. Dershowitz 
discusses the implications of this, and cautions: “Members of the public 
have a right to know whether they can rent cassettes without their neigh- 
bors and their government learning of their private tastes.” 


DRIVING FORCE 


What becomes of a young, good-looking college dropout who leaves a 
successful family business in Kentucky and opts for bartending in a Man- 
hattan singles club? In this case he goes on to fulfill his lifelong dream: 
becoming America’s hottest race-car driver and enjoying such extra perks 
as gorgeous women, a Learjet, and free-flowing cash. This is not a Hol- 
lywood fantasy. It's the story of Danny Sullivan, the new star of the racing 
world, who is determined to win this spring's Indy 500. Next month you'll 
have a chance to share his incredible lifestyle with an action-packed photo 
essay that moves almost as fast as Sullivan himself. 
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hoist When the friends are close and the 
{ es mood is right, the party starts in the kitchen. 
i | te And, of course, Smirnoff® Vodka is there. 
/ 34¥ Because nothing but Smirnoff makes drinks that are 
4 as light and friendly as the conversation. 
Crisp, clean, incomparable Smirnoff. 


oi ee Friends are worth it. 


REMEMBER SPECIAL OCCASIONS EY SENDING A GIFT OF SMIRNOFF AN 
WHERE ALLOWED SY STATE Li 

SMIRNOFF® VODKA 80 & 100 PROOF DISTiL 
(DIVISION CF HEUBLEI 


If yousmoke 
please try Carlton 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 


That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Hea!th. 


Box: Less than 0.6 mg. “tar”, 0.05 mg. nicotine; Soft Pack, Menthol and 100’s Box: 1 mg. “tar”, 0.1 mg. nicotine; 
100's Soft Pack and 100's Menthol: 5 mg. “tar”, 0.4 mg. nicotine; 120's: 6 mg. “tar”, 0.6 mg. nicotine; 120's 
Menthol: 6 mg. “tar”, 0.5 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report Mar. ‘84. Slims: 6 mg. “tar”, 0.6 mg. 
nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method. 
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